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PREFACE. 



TO MY READERS- 
PRESUME it is usual to write a Preface when an 
author takes up his pen to unfold the history of facts 
that become homely as they are extended and,] ex- 
emplified. 

It would be difficult for me to explain the objects of this serial 
story when first started ; but, on looking over the proof sheets,. 
I may safely assure my readers they seem to be threefold : — 

First The characters shew how necessary it is that a better 
understanding should exist between parents and their children, 
and that there should be a greater feeling of unity, and a higher 
estimate of the law of marriage ; and as great a dread of civil 
war as the cruel wars in which military genius displays itself. 

Second. That man is not a machine, and that money is not 
the be-all of our earthly existence, but that the soul-like inspira- 
tion of God's word brings about the greatest earthly blessings, 
and that sweet repose which can only be taken away from a 
faithful heart by the hand of death ; and — 
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Third. This literary effort may help to raise the thoughts and 
feelings of our worthy artizans to appreciate the works of Nature 
and our rural scenery, and seek from the elements and sur- 
rounding objects a balm for the expenditure of their muscular 
force in struggling with the hard, uncaring world. 

And, may I add, that our high-born aristocracy would confer 
blessings they little think of if they would lower their boundary 
walls, so that the waifs and strays of humanity might enjoy a 
view of their parks, and feast their eyes on the broad lawns of 
their ancestral homes, so aptly described by a dear departed 
friend : — 

" On each side of the broad carriage drive each blade of grass 
is silvered by the sun, until carried away by the eye in banks 
of violet-green, gnarled old thorns in their holiday suit, giant 
nosegays of horse-chestnuts, mighty elms and stalwart oaks, 
singly or in groups — the aristocracy of the place. . . . Herds 
of cattle, horses, and deer give animation to the scene, and 
the wayfarer passes on with momentary feelings of repose, or 
mingles a silent prayer with his pensive thoughts." 

The verdict I leave with my readers, 

And remain, their humble Servant, 

RUPERT WINN. 
August 1 88 1. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



BHE winter of 1878-9 will long be remembered, not 
only for its severe frosts and the continual snow- 
storms which occasionally put a stop to all kinds of 
transit by road, and in many parts intercepted the traffic on 
the railway, but on account of the unprecedented distress in 
the commercial centres of the coal and iron trades, which left 
thousands of families homeless and penniless before the other- 
wise festive season of Christmas had been reached. 

The beginning of the new year made no change in the 
weather, and those who were affected financially by the dulness 
of trade were seriously disturbed in their minds by the daily 
records of the Zulu War in South Africa, and the advance of 
our army in Afghanistan. In fact this story might not have 
been wrote if the 91st Highlanders had remained in England, 
instead of embarking (a few weeks before Christmas) at 
Southampton to join the forces engaged in trying to subdue 
King Cetewayo. 
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The severe winter at last gave way, and early spring decked 
the banks with beautiful primroses, and the sweet scent of 
violets filled the air with their fragrance, whilst the hitherto 
bare hedgerows grew day by day more green as the young 
budding shoots opened out to catch the sunshine and the 
shower ; and although many lamented the too great abundance 
of rain, summer at last, in all its glory, made the landscape 
resplendent with the beauties of nature. 

Beneath the shadow of Dingle Wood the cattle stood in a 
group, and vied with each other to secure the coolest spot, 
whilst their tails were freely used to keep off the flies which 
buzzed around them. These were the only signs of animal 
life between the high road and Dingle Hollow Farm— to 
reach which you must cross the pasture, where the cattle 
are left to graze, by means of a footpath that skirts the edge 
of the wood on your right. 

The buildings and other houses attached to the farmstead 
are of modern structure, but the dwelling-house still retains 
the old thatched roof and the walls that have supported it for 
many years, and the present tenant — Mrs. Patchett— considers 
that an acquaintance with the slate quarry or tilery would take 
away the homely and cosy appearance which has been the pride 
of the Patchetts for three generations. 

A large garden is divided by a gravel walk that leads to the 
front door, and every available piece of ground is utilised for 
the growth of vegetables and roots for the use of the kitchen, 
except a narrow slip immediately in front of the house, which 
is set apart for flowers, and from which the red and white 
rose (warlike emblems of York and Lancaster) are mingled 
with the honeysuckle and sweetbriar that encircles the wood 
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portico, lending a luxuriant perfume to the air on this beautiful 
summer's day. 

The aristocratic-looking lady seated at the open window of 
the sitting-room is Mrs. Patchett As she sits pondering 
over some items entered in a small day-book, she is calcu- 
lating the weekly returns of farm produce supplied to the 
neighbouring market town of Knaresbrough, or sent on to 
Leeds. 

A deep-drawn sigh, and a vacant look from her dark eyes, 
show plainly that her attentions are fixed upon some object on 
the opposite wall, and a close observer might notice that her 
thoughts are far from the figures in the book upon her knee ; 
ever and anon a shade of sorrow would pass over her counten- 
ance, and following her earnest gaze, a small photograph may be 
seen. It is neatly framed, and discloses the full-length portrait 
of a young man about twenty years of age. As the rays of the 
sun fall upon the youthful features, a smile seems to illuminate 
the countenance and mock the serious expression shown 
in the face of Mrs. Patchett, as she crosses the room and 
stands before the likeness. At last tears — which she has in 
vain tried to suppress — trace each other down her cheeks as 
she murmurs : — 

" Oh, cruel War, that has robbed me of my son's presence, 
that stems the tide of industry, checks all feelings of humanity, 
and crushes the thoughts of Christianity in the dust ! The 
blessings of love and charity are deluged in the blood of inno- 
cent victims ; God is forgotten in war ; the cries of the wounded 
on the field of battle are passed unheeded, and those who seek' 
death to relieve them from their sufferings are almost equalled 
in tft cir gricf -by the loved ones at home, who daily " 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



12 Introduction. 



" Oh, mother, what do you think the roan cow we bought of 
Mr. Jefferson has been " 

By this time the intruder has managed to secure the latch of 
the parlour door, and turning round, noticed the tears in the 
eyes of Mrs. Patchett, and hurriedly crossing the room, she 
embraced her affectionately. 

The new-comer was Emma Patchett — an only daughter ; and 
as she stood beside her mother, a painter could not have had 
a fairer picture. The dark eyes, which showed their affec- 
tionate glance from beneath the brim of a large straw hat 
trimmed with forget-me-nots and ferns — the rosy cheeks, dimple 
chin, and pearly teeth were all displayed in the lovely counten- 
ance of Emma Patchett, who was in her nineteenth year. 

" Do not fret, dear mother," she said, tenderly. " Charley will 
be safe ; he is with a good regiment. I forgot this was his 
birthday until I saw you looking at his likeness." 

" I am not fretting, dear Emma, so much about Charley. I 
know that he has gone to uphold the honour of his Queen and 
country ; but this war to me, dear, does not seem noble, and 
does not appear so just as those I have read about, and in some 
of which your grandfather Bryson won his medals and the rank 
of Colonel. From the accounts of the Zulu war, our soldiers 
have a lot of savages to contend with, who do not understand 
modern warfare, or the deadly nature of the weapons used to 
annihilate them." 

" That may be true, mother ; but Charley is such a favourite 
wherever he goes, he is sure to come home safe ; and yet, I 
want you to tell me what made him enlist, and what are the 
contents of the yellow-looking letter the postman brought 
shortly after he sailed for South Africa, marked 'On Her 
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Majesty's Service.' Don't you think Miss Baraclough had 
something to do with it? She has never replied to my last 
letter." 

"The epistle you have named contains the history of poor 
Charley's life, as you may say ; and I am afraid you are too 
young to understand his secret." 

" If you mean the attentions he has paid Miss Baraclough," 
replied Emma, with a toss of her head, " I always told Charley 
she was too aristocratic in her family connections to have any- 
thing to do with a farmer's son." 

"You forget, dear Emma, that the mother of yourself and 
Charley is descended from the Brysons of Wackerfield Hall, 
and that your father was a landed proprietor, and equal to any 
merchant or professional man in the country." 

These words were uttered with such a pained expression that 
Emma involuntary kissed her mother, and begged pardon for 
what she had said. 

" Your words, Emma, were the outburst of a pure, undefiled 
soul; you judge the Baracloughs by their appearance and 
style of living. Now come and sit beside me, and I will endea- 
vour to enlighten your young mind upon the greatest problem 
of the present and past history of human nature — as far as social 
intercourse is warped with religious and political privileges — 
and that problem is Love. You need not blush, Emma. I do 
not mean the passion which destroyed the peace of mind of 
Pope and drove Byron to the verge of despair ; but love of 
wealth, love of fame, and love of high-sounding titles are all 
mixed up in the misery which has befallen our peaceful home 
since the death of your poor father, whose funeral card is now 
a fit companion for the likeness of his youngest son." 
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As Mrs. Patchett spoke, she pointed to the framed memento 
of her late husband, which hung not far from the likeness ; and 
for a moment her face was covered with animation, which 
dispelled the cloud of sorrow the thoughts of her son had 
engendered. 

The card bore the following inscription : — 

JOHN PATCHETT, 

OF DINGLE HOLLOW FARM, 

Who was killed at Holbeck Station, near Leeds, 

March 5th, 1875. 

Aged 45 Tears. 



" In midst of life we are in death "— 
How true these words appear, 

When mourning for departed friendB 
We hold so very dear. 



In harness he was snatched away, 
In the midst of life's career ; 

Yet in our sorrow we can say, 
He decked a Christian's bier. 



The truth of the assertion contained in the last line of this 
simple verse was amply borne out by the works of charity and 
daily life of John Patchett, before the fatal collision left him a 
mangled corpse as he was returning from Leeds market ; and 
those who knew him will tell you that John Patchett was " a 
good man," and this Yorkshire definition of human nature 
carries with it all that makes the groundwork of Christianity, 
so often met with in the villages and homesteads scattered 
amongst our lovely dales. 

Upon the fly-leaf of the large Family Bible which graced the 
centre table, close to where Mrs. Patchett and her daughter 
were standing, he had wrote a simple homily on " Death," which 
was oft read by his widow when the family assembled for 
prayers : — " We have but a narrow strait of Time to pass over, 
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but we shall all land on the vast continent of Eternity, when 
we shall be free from all the troublesome agitations, all the 
perilous storms ; from all the nauseous qualms of this naviga- 
tion. Death, which may be very near, which cannot be far off, 
is a sure haven from all the tempests of life, a safe refuge from 
all the privations of the world, an infallible medicine for all the 
diseases of our mind and of our state ; it will enlarge us from 
all restraints ; it will discharge all our debts ; it will ease us 
from all our trials ; it will stifle all our cares ; it will veil 
all our disgraces ; it will still all our complaints and bury all 
our disquiets ; it will wipe all tears from our eyes, and 
banish all sorrow from our hearts ; it perfectly will level all 
conditions — setting the high and low, rich and poor, the wise 
and ignorant, altogether upon even ground; smothering all 
the pomp and glories, swallowing all the wealth and treasures 
of the world!" 

We may safely assume the end of a man, who could thus 
look upon the change which determines our earthly existence, 
was peace ; but, unfortunately for those most dear to him, John 
Patchett died without a will, and his eldest son John became 
heir to Dingle Hollow and its appurtenances. 

Mrs. Patchett led her daughter to a couch, and commenced 
to unfold the history of Charley Patchett's enlistment, and shew 
why the formidable letter, marked " On Her Majesty's Service," 
had been received, after his departure for the Zulu War. 

If there is one thing more than another that disturbs the peace 
of a household, and sometimes even a whole street, it is the pre- 
cocious ways of childhood ; and to hear a mother defend a curly- 
headed youth who may have committed some act of wanton 
mischief, is a real treat to an onlooker, as the phraseology 
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in many instances is equal to the string of arguments and 
allegories used by counsel in some of our Courts of Law ; and 
although Mrs. Patchett intended to enlighten her daughter upon 
the various causes which led to the loss of Charley's society, 
upon this day of all days— when he had attained his majority — 
the real question at issue was, Whether Charley Patchett was 
right in joining the army, and afterwards volunteering into a 
regiment ordered upon active service amongst the Zulus in 
South Africa, against the wishes of his affectionate mother, so 
recently made a widow. 
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CHAPTER I. 

A GALLANT RESCUE. 

iiHE Patchetts had been farmers in the 
parish of Castle Abbey far longer than 
the oldest inhabitant could remember, 
and the parish register mentions the baptism of Job 
Patchett in the year 1657, from whom the late John 
Patchett was descended. It seems odd that in a serial 
story we should commence with a death, but as our 
characters are taken from life, we may be excused in 
tracing their history methodically in order to please 
our readers. 

The history of John Patchett's courtship and mar- 
riage is slightly tinged with romance. 

At the age of twenty he joined the local corps of 
Yeomanry Cavalry, and regularly attended with his 

company the eight days' training of the regiment; 

2 
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and John Patchett was a credit to the beautiful dress 
with gold facings that made his robust figure and 
cheerful countenance attractive on parade; and his 
favourite chestnut colt, with light-coloured mane and 
tail, was envied by more than one of the officers ; 
and as Mr. Patchett reared this particular breed of 
horses for the market, a good profit was effected at 
the sale of John Patchett's mount after the review 
day. 

It was on the evening of one of these glorious 
reviews, on Harrogate Stray, that Mr. Patchett was 
riding leisurely towards his hotel, when he was 
attracted by a cry for help, and looking round, he 
perceived a four-wheeled carriage, with two occu- 
pants, dashing at a furious rate past the churchy 
and that the lady who held the reins had lost com- 
plete control over the powerful carriage horse which 
had taken fright. 

The animal Mr. Patchett rode was trained at home, 
and in the ranks, to answer the steady hand of its 
master, and in less time than can be recorded, Mn 
Patchett was beside the carriage, and with his strong 
arm bodily lifted the lady from the seat, and placed 
her on the green sward, and again urging his horse 
forward, he secured the fallen reins, and brought the 
runaway on to his haunches ; whilst any delay must 
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have proved fatal to the remaining occupant of the 
carriage, as the horse was heading direct for some 
iron railings which skirted the common and enclosed 
a garden front. 

Whilst the conveyance was being attended to by 
the bystanders, Mr. Patchett returned towards the 
lady he had rescued from the carriage, and who 
hastened to meet him as he dismounted, and in a 
confused manner received her thanks for saving her- 
self and father from what might have been a serious 
accident. 

Mr. Patchett made light of the affair, and would 
have remounted, but his hatid was seized by the 
elderly gentleman he had left in the carriage, who 
earnestly requested him to accompany them to the 
Devonshire Hotel, where they were staying, and the 
trio were soon comfortably seated in the private 
sitting-room, which formed part of the suite of apart- 
ments on the second floor front. 

As the father of the young lady presented John 
Patchett with his card, the latter felt very much 
embarrassed. 

"You have this day," said the elderly gentleman, 
"done my daughter and me a great service ; and your 
presence of mind was admirable, and worthy of an 
older head than yours seems to be." 
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The card bore the simple inscription — 
Colonel Bryson, 

Wackerfield Hall 

It is remarkable how the all-wise Providence 
arranges the destiny of man, and by what small 
events or trifling incidents the welfare of human 
beings, and even the commonwealth of nations, are 
changed, and their future prosperity or adversity 
guided by principles which were previously quite at 
variance with their passive ideas. 

The introduction of Colonel Bryson to John Pat- 
chett might have occurred any morning during the 
eight days' training of the yeomanry — either on 
parade or at the ordinary resorts of pleasure-seekers 
in the fashionable watering-place — for Colonel Bryson 
had made himself popular with the regiment, and had 
more than once joined the officers at mess, when his 
stories of the Peninsular War were listened to with 
marked enthusiasm. 

But to be the means of rendering Colonel Bryson 
a service in preventing an accident, and so gallantly 
rescuing his daughter Meggie from the carriage 
claimed more than a passing salutation or shake of 
the hand, and the Colonel urged Mr. Patchett to join 
them at dinner upon the following evening. 

The ears of Mr. Patchett were listening to the 
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invitation of the Colonel, and by a gesture, and a 
few muttered words of thanks, he signified his inten- 
tion of calling upon them in time for dinner on the 
following evening ; but the eyes of Mr. Patchett were 
fixed with rapture upon the lovely countenance of 
Miss Bryson as she gracefully reclined upon the 
couch beside her father. 

In the short space of time given for thought as he 
lifted her beautiful form from the carriage half-an- 
hour previously — the words of Tennyson might have 
aptly filled his mind — 

u When she made pause, I knew not for delight, 
Because with sudden motion from the ground, 
She raised her piercing orbs, and filled with light, 
The interval of sound." 

It is said that friendship and love require the 
deepest and most genuine confidence, but lofty souls 
dispense with the familiarity of trivial etiquette, and 
through the magnetism of their visionary orbs rivet 
the implicit faith which unites the feelings of the 
opposite sex in the bond of love — when the hearts 
which are thus enlarged are unfettered by any pre- 
vious treaty; and as the dark eyes of Miss Bryson 
met the earnest gaze of John Patchett, his heart and 
soul were filled with enthusiasm ; and he reached 
home upon this particular summer evening of 1854 
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with the image of Meggie Bryson inwardly engraved 
upon the recesses of his mind, and a new era com- 
menced in his hitherto uneventful life. 

Colonel Bryson was the embodiment of all that 
makes a soldier, and a fair type of the old school of 
military glory. 

At the early age of twenty he enlisted, and follow- 
ing the business maxims of his father, who was a city 
merchant, he not only inculcated a love for the pro- 
fession he had chosen as a means of subsistence, 
but felt that active service was the only mode of 
promotion. 

In August 1 812 he landed with his regiment on the 
coast of Spain, led by Arthur Wellesly (afterwards 
Duke of Wellington), and took part in the battle of 
Robicon and Vimeria — which preceded the passage of 
the Douro — and received two wounds before the 
memorable Torres Vedras was found an impenetrable 
barrier to the French General Masseno; and the 
British army was allowed a little respite. 

Being sent home with despatches, Colonel Bryson 
was captured, whilst returning, by a French war sloop, 
and imprisoned in one of their fortresses on the sea 
coast, but escaped in the disguise of a fisherman, and 
managed to join his regiment at the seige of Badajoz, 
where he formed one of the gallant band which led the 
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•central attack on that fortress, but failed to make an 
impression on the counterscrap of the fortifications. 

It is a matter of history that the town fell into the 
hands of the British by the success of the two attacks 
upon other parts of the city, and Colonel Bryson was 
found more dead than alive, half covered with bodies, 
and was sent on to Lisbon invalided. 

Although Colonel Bryson had not the honour of 
taking part in the battle of Waterloo, he was retained 
in an honourable position at home in connection with 
the Commissariat Department ; and when upon diplo- 
matic services in America he happened to be one of 
the brave eight hundred who made the famous charge 
at the battle of Carabobo, a name little familiar to 
English ears; yet here Bolivar fought the battle 
which decided the liberation of the South American 
Republic, and here British valour achieved a victory 
which deserves to be recorded in bronze and marble. 

The regiment which made up this number of Britons 
was composed of the Cazidores Britanicos, or British 
Light Infantry, being the remnant of the British legion 
or Elsam's Brigade. 

The victory at Carabobo brought freedom to the 
State of Columbia, and was considered by Colonel 
Bryson as one of the greatest episodes in his military 
career, as only three hundred answered the muster 
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roll of the English corps after the engagement, which 
took place June 24th, 1821. 

At the age of forty Colonel Bryson was called to 
the bedside of his father to receive his last blessings, 
and found himself shortly afterwards proprietor of 
Wackerfield Hall, on the banks of the Tees, in the 
County of Durham, with several hundred acres of 
land. 

The Colonel now retired from active service, with a 
pension — well-earned medals, and title — and he sought 
the hand of Miss Emma Ferrier, ratifying an early 
attachment, and was accepted, and soon after settled at 
Wackerfield, with an elder unmarried sister, to the 
quiet life of a country squire. 

Their first-born was a son, and named Arthur after 
the "Iron Duke," but like many earthly paradises 
built with human care and buoyed with earthly hopes, 
the happy home of the Colonel was soon overshadowed 
with the cloud of sorrow, and was not long blessed 
with the sweet charms and affectionate counsel of his 
wife. At the birth of a baby daughter, Mrs. Bryson 
caught a severe cold, and only survived long enough 
to see her child taken to the little church of Wacker- 
field and receive the name of Margaret, already in- 
troduced to my readers, and who was now twenty 
years of age. 
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A photographic artist, with Miss Bryson for a 
subject to copy from, would not have considered her 
good-looking ; there would be no inducement to bring 
out the soul-like inspiration which illuminated her 
countenance when conversing upon any of her 
favourite topics, and therefore the beauty which 
made so much impression upon John Patchett, after 
the excitement of the accident, would not be seen 
except to a person who looked beyond the ordinary 
outlines of a pretty countenance. 

The education of Miss Bryson had been carefully 
attended to by a French governess, whilst the Colonel's 
sister acted as chaperon, and imbued her mind with 
all that was necessary to take her part in the most 
select society ; and as the Colonel was fond of travel- 
ling, never staying long in a place after his wife's death, 
the admirers of Miss Bryson were innumerable, but 
so far the Colonel had not cultivated the friendship 
of any family in particular except the Baracloughs 
of Spigot Lodge, Belfast. They had frequently 
been visited, and had, in return, spent a few days at 
Wackerfield Hall, and in many circles of society 
gossip-mongers had already settled the union of 
Reginald Baraclough, the son of the wealthy linen 
manufacturer, and Miss Bryson ; and the parents of 
the youthful couple had not contradicted the report. 
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Their friendship commenced in the lobby of the 
House of Commons, when they were both watching 
the tide of political events under the leadership of 
their military friend the Duke of Wellington. 

Terence Baraclough was at home with the Water- 
loo hero on social matters, and claimed a schoolboy 
acquaintance ; and Reginald Bryson revered him as 
a commander in the field, and looked up to him as 
a model to be copied from in the art of war, of which 
he was then such an apt pupil. 

They also belonged the same club, and their social 
schemes were almost as closely allied as their political 
creed. 

Although the Colonel was the first to lead the way 
into the bond of matrimony, the bells of Wackerfield 
church had scarcely announced the birth of a son than 
the papers in Belfast gave a lively account of the 
fashionable wedding of Terence Baraclough; and 
a few years afterwards, when they came to Wacker- 
field to act as sponsors to the Colonel's daughter, they 
brought with them Master Reggy, aged two years, so 
that if ever there was a couple born for each other, 
receiving as they did parental inducements, it was the 
namesake of the Colonel and his daughter Margaret. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A father's day dreams. 

;BOUT six hours by rail to one of our 
Western seaports, and the acquaintance 
of a powerful steamship, it only requires 
a trip of four hours to set us down amongst real 
shillalaghs and the true and original Irishman, whose 
cries of distress — Home Rule, Tenant Rights, and 
Evictions, and the various " isms " which are used as 
an affix to a Fenian, an Orange, or a Ribbon — have 
for years grated upon the ears of the two political 
factions which alternately rule our commonwealth. 

It takes many years before old faults can be worked 
out of the constitution of a nation, especially when 
Acts of Parliament are forced upon them to cripple 
their trade, rule their social privileges, and catechise 
their religious indulgencies, and our lawgivers should 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



28 Buried hi Secret. 

consider that little more than a century ago the 
inhabitants of Ireland were a proscribed caste. 

It is difficult to expect a child whose body has 
suffered from the ill-treatment of a nurse, or the 
injudicious care of a mother, to become strong all 
at once under better treatment. 

The faults ot a bad education linger in a grown 
man, even after he has passed middle age, whatever 
circumstances may surround him ; and if some of the 
English journals would indulge their editors and staff 
to a personal inspection of Ireland, and the grievances 
complained of by its poor tenants, their articles would 
not contain so many trashy assertions, or savour so 
much of canvass and books wrote for " the use of the 
Civil Service." 

In speaking of Ireland it should also be remem- 
bered that during the seventh, eighth, and ninth cen- 
turies, there was no place in Europe in which arts were 
more cultivated, and that we are indebted to Ireland 
for a great deal of our ecclesiastical architecture. 

The beautiful residence — or domain, as he liked 
to hear it called — of Terence Baraclough was en- 
closed in magnificent grounds not far from Belfast, 
and was built by him shortly after the birth of his 
son Reginald, who was now blest with two sisters, 
over whom he exercised a brotherly control, with 
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strict propriety; and his two years sojourn in London, 
which had just terminated, was considered by them 
much too short, although he had multiplied his stock 
of self-assurance, and added very little to his know- 
ledge of classics, and the other attainments which 
the master of Spigot Lodge considered indispensable 
to the firm of Baraclough & Son. 

The junior member had already expressed his 
intention of catering for a seat in Parliament, to- 
wards which his father had commenced to pave 
the way by purchasing a considerable estate in 
County Down, with numberless tenants, who each 
held their "bits" of land, with an individual rent- 
roll, commencing at 30s. per annum ; but whose 
votes might readily be counted with the interests 
of the Squire's son. 

At the time my story commences, Reginald Bara- 
clough was twenty-four years of age, six feet all 
but an inch in height, tolerably good-looking, and 
although condescending in demeanour, he loved 
homage, and carried about with him the family 
innate pride of self-esteem. 

Reginald Baraclough had great expectations from 
his father, was adored by his mother, held in awe 
by his sisters, courted by society on account of his 
liberality, and in commercial circles was classed as a 
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merchant, banker, and supporter of all known societies 
for the advancement of science. 

The family crest was a hawk, with a small bunch of 
grapes in its bill, and was as well known in Dublin as 
the local town of Belfast, close to which their large 
mills were situated. 

The two sisters of Reginald Baraclough were named 
respectively Julia and Catherine — the former had just 
passed her majority, and was tall and thin ; her com- 
plexion was decidedly dark, and her face thoroughly 
masculine in appearance ; and although her head was 
well shaped, it was covered with crisp, curly black 
hair, of a woolly texture, thrown well back from 
her brow, which was rather narrow. A well-formed 
Roman nose overhung her sharp angular chin like an 
archway, and her small, piercing black eyes gave 
indication of forethought and love of mischief. 

Catherine was three years younger than her sister, 
and showed symptoms of an easy temperament ; she 
was squat and dumpy, of a whity-blue complexion, 
with a general disposition to rotundity. Her face, 
was of the Esquimaux model — broad and flat — with 
almond-shaped watery eyes, and a nasal organ with 
an upward tendency, and a forehead which displayed 
a love of music, until it was lost in a massive head- 
piece covered with sandy-coloured hair. 
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The news of the accident which might have be- 
fallen Colonel Bryson and his daughter but for the 
timely assistance of John Patchett, arrived at Spigot 
Lodge whilst the family were at breakfast, and came 
in the form of a short note, which ran thus : — 

"Colonel Bryson presents his compliments to his friend 
Baraclough, and wishes to be the first to acquaint him with an 
accident which might have occurred on the Harrogate Stray, 
by the fractious performance of his favourite carriage horse. 
Has left no ill effects on his personal health or that of his 
daughter, who was gallantly rescued by a member of the local 
corps of yeomanry. The newspapers may magnify this affair, 
but if your son Reginald can keep his promise to visit us, he 
can better explain away your apprehensions. Miss Bryson 
joins me in love to Mrs. Baraclough and family, and believe 
me, yours faithfully, Bryson." 

The expression which settled on the face of Squire 
Baraclough as he mentally perused this short epistle 
was a mixture of vexation and astonishment, and at 
last assumed an angry glance at his son, as he made 
the contents known to the rest of the family. Julia 
was the first to break the silence by exclaiming : — 

" Dear me, how yery exciting ! the horse fractured 
and nobody no worse; and poor dear Miss Bryson 
rescued by a yeom&nry cavalry ! It is quite romantic, 
and * 

A look of scorn from her brother stopped any 
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further comment, and at a sign from the Squire, 
Reginald left the breakfast -room and joined his 
father in the library. 

"This accident might have been prevented," said 
the elder Baraclough, as soon as the door was secured, 
" if you had not stayed four days with young Tren- 
chard at Dublin." 

" That all depends," replied his son ; " besides, 
there is no harm done. I will at once take the mail 
steamer, and will be in Harrogate this evening." 

"Reginald, you always take things too lightly/* 
said Mr. Baraclough, in a serious tone, at the same 
time laying his hand on the shoulder of his son. 
"Ever since you were born I have watched your 
daily progress to manhood ; the very mischief your 
sprightly temper led you into when a boy, convinced 
me you could not bear anything languid around you. 
At college, you obtained the marks of favour I 
had anticipated ; in the commercial world you are 
amongst the first on 'Change ; and now, when mutual 
sympathy should lead you into family ties — braced 
by the honourable affections which man can't help 
but feel towards some particular favourite in the 
opposite sex — you seem to shun the very woman I 
know you adore, and another steps in and wins the 
prize." 
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A shade of sorrow passed over the countenance of 
Reginald Baraclough before this sentence was com- 
pleted, and a pained expression he in vain tried to 
suppress might have been noticed, as he ejaculated : — 

"Your last words are based entirely upon hypo- 
thesis. I am sure I am the favoured suitor, and scorn 
the idea of taking umbrage, or becoming jealous — as 
you seem to have done — at a member of the local 
corps of yeomanry — a man who may be already 
married; at any rate, he is not in Her Majesty's 
service, but only a volunteer for eight days in the 
Noodles, as the Colonel himself styles them." 

" Well — well ; I may be wrong, but I have my 
misgivings. You know my earnest wishes, Reginald 
-*-my life-long day-dream — is to see you safely mar- 
ried to Miss Bryson, my god-daughter. I somehow 
have a fatherly attachment to her that cannot be 
erased. Have you told Carey to prepare for the 
journey?" 

The negative answer which Reginald Baraclough 
gave his father, as he rang the bell for his valet, 
was almost inaudible ; the words he had just heard 
seemed to have touched a secret chord in his memory, 
and awakened day-dreams and visions in which Miss 
Bryson had very little share. 

Although he was aware that his father desired him 
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to act with courtesy, and cultivate as far as possible 
the good graces of the Colonel and his daughter, he 
was not prepared for the enthusiasm and depth of 
feeling which the Colonel's letter seemed to have 
awakened in the breast of his father. 

Edward Carey, or as he was more generally called 
v"" Teddy," received his instructions in silence, and 
promised to have the portmanteau packed, and the 
carriage at the door, within an hour. 

Carey was a man about thirty years of age, with 
a pleasant and intelligent countenance ; whilst his 
well-made figure, of medium height, dressed in a cut- 
away coat of black, gave him the appearance of a 
man-servant, his clean shaved chin and upper lip, 
with a tuft of hair on each side of his face, added 
still further to his avocation as a valet 

When first introduced to the servants' hall at 
Spigot Lodge, upon Reginald Baraclough's return 
from London, he gave a humorous account of his 
life, and although his accent was decidedly Irish, his 
fellow-servants were politely told by Carey that he 
claimed England as his native country — in which 
; so many thousands, at this time, were finding a 
,safe refuge and ready welcome. 

"Although I fale that. Erin originally belonged to 
xny ancestors," Teddy used to say, " my grandfather 
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entered into a great law-suit which, after many years, 
left my father a fortune — I mane a misfortune — and 
by a decree entered in the High Court of Chancer)' 
(where it has a great chance of remaining) my father 
was ordered to put his land up edgeways, so that 
Barney McNulty might get one side and him the 
other. My father sowed his side with praties, but 
McNulty's onions were too strong for the praties, 
and made their eyes water so that they couldn't see 
to grow, and my father was ruined, and I was taken 
to England, in which country I was born before I 
was three months old, under the tender care of a 
workhouse master at Hawkinstone, who in due time 
introduced me to a boarding school, where I was 
educated, along with many other pauper children, by 
a female who seemed to have been dead and buried, 
but had returned from spirit land to execute some 
particular regulations and duties for the Poor-Law 
Guardians, in which I was to take an active part. 

" At the age of fourteen I was placed in a doctor's 
surgery to wash bottles, and was afterwards made his 
coachman, and remained with him till he died, two 
years ago, when his widow got me to answer Mr. 
Baraclough's advertisement for a valet, and here I 
am, in the land of my forefathers, like Paddy Flanni- 
gan's horse, unfettered and uncaied for ; but Paddy 
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was obliged to keep his horse between the shafts, 
afraid that he might fall, and when his last moments 
did come, he was too lazy to draw his last breath — 
he had to bring another horse to draw it for him." 

Whatever construction was put on the history of 
Teddy Carey, as told by himself, he was a great 
favourite at Spigot Lodge, and held in high esteem 
by the Baraclough family. 

Those of my readers who have crossed either of the 
channels that divide England from France on the 
south, and Ireland on the west, will have noticed 
how elaborate are the culinary and other arrange- 
ments for the conveyance of passengers by the mail 
boats, especially to those who occupy the first-class 
berths — the handsome saloons being equal to many 
of the drawing-rooms of the rich. 

Reginald Baraclough had repeatedly crossed from 
Belfast to Liverpool, and vice-versa, but on this par- 
ticular morning his thoughts were too pre-occupied 
and confused to notice the elegance of the steamer 
or even his fellow-passengers; the journey to him 
seemed fraught with responsibility, in which the air 
and waters of Harrogate — so eagerly sought for by 
thousands as restoratives and renovators — were only 
a secondary consideration. The words of his father : 
" My life-long day-dream is to see you safely married 
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to Miss Bryson, my god-daughter" — were still ringing 
in his ears, and he now mentally recalled their 
meetings and the intercourse which had brought them 
together since childhood. 

The reminiscences brought to his recollection many 
tender words, and recalled many pleasant scenes, in 
which the banks of the Tees — clad in the verdure of 
spring and beautiful tints of autumn — were warped 
with a merry Christmas spent at Spigot Lodge. 

There were certainly no love-passages to recall, the 
acquaintance seemed more of a brotherly and sisterly 
attachment, and yet Reginald Baraclough flattered 
himself that Miss Bryson shewed more interest in his 
welfare than his own sisters, and had passed warm 
encomiums upon him when he volunteered to spend 
two years in the counting-house of a London firm, 
that he might acquire a more extended knowledge 
of the intricacies of commercial life, since which time 
an occasional foot-note in the ordinary family letters 
was all that passed between them. 

It was during Reginald's sojourn in London that 
he had become acquainted with Josiah Trenchard, an 
articled pupil to a Dublin lawyer, who was com- 
pleting his indentures by endeavouring to pass the 
examinations of the Incorporated Law Society. 

This gentleman was the young Trenchard men- 
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tioned in the library of Spigot Lodge by the elder 
Baraclough, when rebuking his son for staying four 
days in Dublin instead of fulfilling his promised visit 
to Harrogate. But had Squire Baraclough known 
the incidents which attended that short period in the 
life of his son, the life-long misery of the future might 
have been spared to more than one person already 
introduced to my readers. 

Josiah Trenchard was a light-hearted young Irish* 
man, with flaxen hair, blue eyes, and a broad forehead, 
and carried with him the ease and grace of a Spanish 
noblesse, so often met with in many parts of Ireland. 

But it was not the society of young Trenchard that 
detained Reginald Baraclough in Dublin — they had 
sufficient intercourse in London and the gaities to be 
found there — it was the pretty countenance and lovely 
charms of his sister Norah, and it was a vain attempt 
to suppress her image from his heart that caused the 
settled seriousness of his features in the library of 
Spigot Lodge, and now occupied his thoughts on 
board the steamer. 

At the time I write, the Crimean War was the 
whole absorbing topic of conversation ; firing the 
enthusiasm of Englishmen, and finding a ready echo 
in the breasts of loyal Irishmen, who remembered the 
deeds of their immortal Wellington. 
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And this warlike feeling had taken possession of 
Larry Trenchard, who had volunteered into a regi- 
ment ordered to the seat of war, and was in Dublin 
with his sister Norah to meet his brother Josiah, and 
bid farewell to all most dear to him before the sail- 
ing of the transport. 

Larry had been introduced to Reginald Bara- 
clough at Belfast by Josiah, the previous Christmas, 
and was proud to renew his acquaintance with the 
wealthy linen manufacturer ; and Norah received his 
salutations with marked pleasure, having heard much 
of Reginald from, both her brothers. 

At home, the Trenchard family moved in what is 
called in Ireland middle class society, and the trades- 
men in the little town of Newbridge were unanimous 
in speaking of the punctuality in which their bills 
were paid, although somewhat, at a loss to know from 
what source Patrick Trenchard managed to keep a 
credit account at the local bank, and a still greater 
difficulty would have been experienced, even by the 
postmaster, as to his profession, trade, or calling. 

The directory for the neighbourhood described him 
as "Trenchard, Patrick, Agent, etc., Chillingham 
Cottage, Newbridge," 

We are told that sympathy begets love, that sorrow, 
hopes deferred, sudden bereavement, or other sources 
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of affliction, makes the heart more susceptible to the 
gentle influence, and it must* have been somewhat of 
this influence which beset the heart of Norah Tren- 
chard, upon the day fixed for the sailing of Larry 
for the Crimea, as she wistfully gazed into the face of 
Reginald Baraclough on the Dublin Quay. 

And what man could refuse his sympathy in the 
trying ordeal which now brought the tears to her 
eyes and a quiver to those ruby lips. Larry was such 
a home pet ; whilst Josiah betook himself to a fashion- 
able academy in Dublin, Larry was content to gather 
his knowledge and complete his education at the 
local grammar school, making himself a solace to his 
father in the absence of his cherished wife (who was 
taken from them when Norah was scarcely two years 
old), and a guide and protector to his sister Norah. 

Larry had not been many months in the army, and 
Norah had praised his manly figure and beautiful 
military dress, but now she could not bring herself 
under control at this sad parting, especially when she 
thought of the eventful expedition in which Larry 
had embarked. 

At last the final strokes of the bell at the mast- 
head announced that time was -up. Larry clasped 
Norah to his breast, and said, "Good-bye, my little 
pet, I feel I am leaving you with a protector in Mr. 
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Baraclough ; in the field of battle your name shall be 
my password to glory, and your likeness a token that 
shall never be separated from my mother's Bible 
whilst I have life." 

This outburst of brotherly feeling brought tears 
to the eyes of the little group on the quay, as Larry 
seized the hand of Reginald Baraclough, and said 
earnestly, u You promised me last evening, Mr. Bara- 
clough, to protect my sister whilst I am away. I leave 
her in your charge ; my brother is too harum-scarum 
to understand the feelings of a brother and a soldier 
at a moment like this. I shall write every opportunity, 
and may God bless you both till my return." 

And Larry's form mingled with the crowd ascend- 
ing the gangway. It was the strong arm of Reginald 
Baraclough that supported the fainting girl from the 
quay as the vessel left the shore, with hundreds of 
handkerchiefs waving in the air, amongst which could 
be noticed the parting tribute of Norah pinned to 
the breast of her brother Larry. 

As Reginald Baraclough recalled this scene, the 
steamer reached Liverpool, and about eight o'clock 
that evening he entered a cab at Harrogate Station, 
with Teddy sitting beside th£ driver, en route for the 
Crown Hotel. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A WORKING MINER'S SYMPATHY. 

I EAR me, Agnes, wonders never cease. 
I was just thinking of our friend and 
neighbour the Colonel, of Wackerfield, 
and I find from this morning's paper he has nearly 
been killed by a carriage accident at Harrogate, but 
escaped unhurt. Just listen to this, my dear " 

" Before you commence, Joseph, I wish you would 
drink your coffee; it will get cold. That's right; 
now read me the particulars." 

The first speaker was Joseph Fenbowe, Esq., of 
Rushlight Hill, Durham, and the person who inter- 
rupted him was his wife. The cosy room in which 
they were seated at the breakfast-table was part of 
an old Manor House, and overlooked a beautiful 
lawn, intersected with fantastic squares, diagrams, 
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and oval-shaped plots, in which geraniums, lobelias, 
pinks, stocks, and other flowers were in full bloom. 

The room itself was furnished in a costly manner, 
and everything bespoke the wealth of the proprietor. 

Joseph Fenbowe was a man about fifty years of 
age, of medium height, and with broad features, that 
shewed a kind and magnanimous disposition, al- 
though at times the firm-set lips and small grey 
eyes marked a firmness of character in which every 
other sentiment was made to bend to his strict sense 
of duty and iron will. 

His wife Agnes was a homely and cosy-looking 
matron, and had shared the joys and sorrows of 
married life for nearly thirty years, and her self- 
complacency was shown as much in the old Manor 
House as it had been displayed in the humble two- 
roomed cottage which they had shared during the 
first few years of their union. At that time Joseph 
Fenbowe was a working miner, and still retained the 
flint and steel, Davy lamp, and pick used by him 
to get the coal at Datton Colliery, in the primitive 
days of coal mining. 

Joseph Fenbowe prided himself on being a self- 
made man, and his guests, whether aristocratic or 
otherwise, could not please him better than by 
examining the treasured implements of his former 
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industry, which had made his hands broad and firm, 
and developed the muscles of his arms, but which 
now graced the mantelpiece of the library. 

It would have been a difficult task, even to Mr. 
Fenbowe, to account for his great wealth, and with 
it his altered circumstances, there were so many 
causes which led to the effected change, amongst 
which might be traced — the provident habits of his 
wife ; inventive genius in improving and appreciating 
modern machinery for working the plant of the 
collieries in which he had become a shareholder 
and working partner; the wonderful impetus given 
to the value of coal in the London and other 
markets, and its more expensive product— coke ; and 
last, but not least, his strict support of Christianity. 
The name of Joseph Fenbowe was allied to all 
the organisations which spread the welfare of the 
Wesleyan Methodists, and the height of his cherished 
hopes were realised when he occupied the pulpit of 
a neighbouring chapel, built by himself, and preached 
from the words used by St Peter — " Lord, it is good 
for us to be here ° (Matt v. 4). 

Colonel Bryson was a great favourite with Mr. 
Fenbowe; upon the estate of Wackerfield he had 
allowed him to bore for coal, and in other ways to 
exercise his favourite mineral explorations. New 
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and expensive machinery had been used, and the 
Colonel shewed his appreciation of the moral worth 
of Mr. Fenbowe's desire to increase the value of 
the royalty, without taking any undue advantage of 
his ignorance of the coal and other minerals these 
explorations brought to the surface ; and they were 
at this time negotiating with a firm of eminent 
engineers and their legal agents to prepare the plans 
and prospectus of a new colliery, and they were 
also jointly forming a company to work a lead mine, 
which Mr. Fenbowe had suggested would produce 
mutual pecuniary gains, and develop the industry 
of Weardale. 

It was therefore with a sigh of relief that the 
kindly-hearted colliery-owner finished reading the 
following paragraph from a Northern daily paper : — 

"Gallant Rescue at Harrogate.— Immediately after 
the review of the Yeomanry Cavalry on Harrogate Stray 
(described in another column), and whilst the band of the 
regiment was playing 'God save the Queen,' as the mem- 
bers of the various companies were dispersing, the horse 
attached to the carriage of Colonel Bryson — in which were 
seated himself and daughter — took fright, and dashed at a 
furious rate across the common. Miss Bryson held the reins, 
but was unable to check the impetuosity of the powerful 
carriage-horse, and her father seemed powerless to render any 
assistance, but sat as calmly as though he was charging a 
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squadron of French cavalry at Waterloo. Fortunately for the 
occupants of the carriage, a member of Sir Henry Heugh's 
company noted the perilous position of the Colonel and his 
daughter, and, seated upon a well-trained chestnut, he was soon 
by the side of the conveyance, and in a brief space of time 
bodily lifted Miss Bryson from her seat and placed her gently 
on the Stray ; and securing the fallen reins, by a splendid display 
of horsemanship, he brought the runaway to a standstill in 
front of some iron palings, against which it must have broken 
its headlong career, and the consequences are too frightful to 
contemplate. The name of the gentleman who so gallantly 
rescued Miss Bryson and her father is Mr. John Patchett, of 
Dingle Hollow Farm ; and when we remind our readers that 
Mr. Bryson is the worthy proprietor of Wackerfield Hall, in 
the County of Durham, and is the same Captain Reginald 
Bryson who distinguished himself so nobly at the battle of 
Talavera and the siege of Badajos, during the struggle with 
France, and that his son — Captain Bryson — is now with our 
army in the Crimea, and has already gained more than one 
laurel, we congratulate our readers upon the happy result of the 
accident which seemed inevitable." 

" The hand of Providence saved them both ; how 
thankful they ought to be," fervently ejaculated Mrs. 
Fenbowe. 

" Yes, Agnes ; it is not many days since they left the 
Hall to visit Harrogate for the benefit of their health, 
and you see that one or both might have been brought 
back to the family vault in the old church of Wacker- 
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field, to share in death the space now occupied by poor 
Mrs. Bryson, whose gentle form I so well remember." 

A deep-drawn sigh accompanied these words, and 
an affectionate glance from the tearful eyes of his 
wife shewed Joseph Fenbowe that not only had his 
reminiscence of the past brought the early death of 
the Colonel's wife to her memory, but a yet more 
youthful form which had been taken from them a 
few years afterwards. 

Securely locked in one of the drawers of an old- 
fashioned mahogany escritoir, which stood in the 
privacy of their chamber, was neatly folded the relics 
of their one pet lamb, pinned to which were the fol- 
lowing stanzas, in the handwriting of a favourite 
local preacher : — 

" Another little form is laid within the silent tomb, 
Another little soul has jbined the arms of nature's doom ; 
A pair of little baby shoes, the dress she always wore, 
, A pretty lock of silken hair tell us that she's no more. 

Our Saviour when on earth once said, My children, come to me, 
Though heavy laden, all your griefs and troubles I will free ; 
So do not fret and pine in vain, wherever you may stray, 
Our little pet has gone to join the angels far away." 

Since their sad bereavement, Miss Bryson had re- 
ceived a motherly love and a matron's constant care 
at the hands of Mrs. Fenbowe Little Agnes died at 
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the age of seven, and would have been about the same 
age as the Colonel's daughter had she lived, and the 
children had formed a great attachment for each 
other; and who can doubt that the void made in 
human hearts cannot be filled by some other object 
which brings the image of the lost idol so constantly 
to memory ? 

The daily routine of Joseph Fenbowe's life was 
arranged methodically ; at ten a young man brought 
the brown leather bag from the colliery offices with 
business letters, which were carefully opened in the 
library and answered, or neatly arranged by his 
secretary in a pigeon-hole of the desk for further 
contemplation, or particulars from sources not then 
available. This occupied an hour or more. 

The carriage was then ordered, and a visit made 
to the various collieries and stores in which Mr. 
Fenbowe was interested. Between three and five he 
was at home to receive visits, inspect the books, or 
sign the correspondence, etc., written by John Denby, 
his secretary ; dinner at six, and the rest of the even- 
ing was devoted to social intercourse with his wife, 
or their joint attendance at chapel, or any other 
gathering, public or private, in which charity or 
Christian fellowship held sway. 

But upon this particular morning Joseph Fenbowe's 
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pen was first used in writing a letter of congratulation 
to his friend the Colonel, and although the worthy 
colliery-owner was a good inditer, the quill was not so 
easily handled. Between the age of seven and thirteen, 
when he should have had the benefit of what school- 
ing could be obtained in the early part of the present 
century, he might have been seen before the break 
of day wending his way to the mine, to descend with 
the fore-shift men, to mind a trap-door in the dark 
and dismal pit; and although his signature looked 
prominent when the body of the letter was wrote 
by Mr. Denby his secretary, many would have smiled 
and spent hours in trying to decipher a letter written 
by himself, unless in constant communion with his 
writing. 

Upon this occasion, however, Mr. Fenbowe dis- 
pensed with the services of his secretary, and wrote 
the following epistle to Colonel Bryson, feeling the 
subject too serious to appear in a commercial form : — 

u Dear Friend, — I have just read of the narrow escape of 
yourself and daughter at Harrogate, and hasten to congratulate 
you on being rescued from what might have been an awful 
-death. Both of us have faced death in our callings— you in the 
heat of battle, and me in the depths of the mine. I daresay, 
when you fell wounded in the trenches at Badajos, the thoughts 
of your life would only be secondary to your desire to be 
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amongst your comrades who had gained a sure footing in the 
town, and were killing your enemies. A similar desire, but with 
a far different object, once filled my breast, whilst I expected 
every moment to be my last. Some years ago I was lying on 
my side in a three-foot seam, with my Davy lamp hung upon 
one of the uprights, and shewing a faint light upon the face of 
the coal I was hewing, when a low, murmuring noise, like distant 
thunder, made me aware that an explosion had taken place in 
another part of the mine. In less time than I could write, 
I seized my Davy lamp, but it immediately went out, caused 
by the choke-damp, and I was thrown violently on my back. 
When I recovered my senses, an impenetrable barrier, caused by 
the fall of the roof, prevented me proceeding more than a dozen 
yards, and I was entombed. The horror of my situation is easier 
imagined than described ; the Lord's Prayer involuntary left 
my lips, and I gave myself up for lost, as the foul air was nearly 
suffocating me. 

" How well I remember the thoughts which crowded my mind. 
Although a little more than twenty years of age, my past life 
came before me in fitful visions. Fortunately, a little water had 
formed a dub in the narrow space which enclosed me, and I 
was enabled to retain my hold upon life until I was rescued 
about noon the following day. 

"It needed not the sight of the widows and fatherless to 
remind me, when I reached bank, of the awful nature of the 
explosion ; from that day I was a changed man. Upon my bait- 
tin I had scratched with a nail, * Thy kingdom come, Thy will 
be done on earth as it is in Heaven.' I have held these words 
before thousands during the chances and changes of the past 
thirty years. 
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u I mention this narrow escape of mine with the privilege of an 
old friend, and as your partner in our commercial undertakings 
at Wackerfield, and hope it will lighten the thoughts of your 
adventure. I am sure Mrs. Fenbowe will be sending one of 
her motherly epistles to your dear daughter ; find hoping to see 
you soon at our old Manor House, or amongst the woods of 
Wackerfield, I am, dear Colonel, yours very faithfully, 

"Joseph Fenbowe." 

A feeling of relief was shewn in the face of Mr. 
Denby as the well-known signature of his master 
completed the sixth page of note-paper. 

The constant appeals to the dictionary, and the 
anxiety shewn in the labour which accompanied 
every word of the closely-written letter, had led Mr. 
Denby to imagine that the worthy colliery-owner 
was drafting some important conveyance, or drawing 
up a code of rules for a Masters' Association, which 
had been mooted throughout the North, as a protec- 
tion against strikes, and the overbearing demand 
shewn by some of the miners, since their own union 
had become so popular and so prominent; but his 
thoughts quickly changed when Mr. Fenbowe handed 
him the written matter, and requested him to enclose 
it in an envelope, and direct the letter to " Colonel 
Bryson, The Devonshire Hotel, Harrogate/' adding* 
with a smile : — 
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"Our old friend has had a narrow escape, Denby, 
and I have wrote him a note of condolence, or rather 
congratulation ; but I have not forgot to mention the 

explosion at JJ , out of which I was brought to 

bank like a drowned rat" 

" But surely there are no collieries near Harrogate ? 
I always thought it was a watering-place, and pos- 
sessed sulphur springs, from which the visitors drink 
Spa water." 

" You are quite correct, Denby ; it was the horse of 
the Colonel which took fright — you will see an 
account of the affair in this morning's paper ; but as 
long as we have so much sulphur from the coke that 
is being made out of that top-seam coal, we need not 
visit Harrogate for anything but fresh air. But read 
the letter," added Mr. Fenbowe, laughing. 

From this conversation it will be seen by my readers 
that Mr. Denby was in the confidence of his master. 

For more years then he cared to remember, John 
Denby had had the interests of the colliery-owner at 
heart ; he was about the same age, but his bent form 
and silver locks made him look much older. In 
childhood the immorality of a stern father, and the 
injudicious care of a stepmother — who brought three 
•children of her own into the family circle — conduced 
partly to his aged appearance. 
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Mr. Denby had never been married, but carried 
within the recess of his heart the image of Fanny 
Richardson, whose resting-place was marked by a 
simple cross of granite, and a weeping-willow carefully 
planted at the foot of the grave by his own hands* 
more than twenty years before the incidents recorded 
in this chapter. 

After her death, John Denby led a reckless and 
careless life; he became a slave to drink and its 
accruing vices — cock-fighting, dog-racing, gambling, 
and other pastimes, which has made the county of his 
birth so notorious in the annals of crime. At last he 
was rescued from the path of destruction by the help 
of Mr. Fenbowe, and by diligence and perseverance 
restored to a position of trust. 

It did not surprise the squire, therefore, to see 

Denby start visibly when the explosion at P was 

mentioned, and he gently left the room, as Denby 
murmured, " Thy kingdom come ; Thy will be done 
on earth." 

He was reading the words wrote on the bait-tin, 
and the stark form of his father and two brothers 
came vividly before him ; their bodies were amongst 
those found after the explosion, and buried in a group 
in the local churchyard, and around whose memory a 
dark suspicion still hung, that one of the three caused 
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the unhappy disaster, by the unspeakable evidence of 
an old clay pipe — taken into the mine against the 
rules — and found in the hand of the elder Denby, 
who had not released it even in death. 

It would be far from my original intentions if I was 
led to write a word upon the merits or demerits of 
the struggles between the miners and their employers 
which was at this time taking root from so many 
various seeds of dissension, all aiming at aggrandise- 
ment and that thirst for wealth which lends such 
earthly sway to the people of every nation — whether 
civilised or not. My connection with the principal 
collieries in Durham, during the early part of my 
life, might guarantee facts and statistics based upon 
good authority ; but the characters in this story were 
not affected materially by the disputes, although some 
of them lived to regret the distress and misery strong 
and intelligent men had to endure during the strike 
of '79. 

Joseph Fenbowe had been gathered to his fathers, 
but his words to a deputation which waited upon him, 
shortly after my story opens, are still remembered — as 
evidenced by recent letters which have appeared in 
the local papers bearing upon the dispute. 

An account of the interview referred to, and which 
took place in the library of the old Manor House, was 
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fortunately preserved by Denby, and bears the signa- 
ture of Mr. Fenbowe, and the following are a few 
extracts : — 

"I have this day had an interview with several 
delegates sent by the men to 'reason' with me (as 
they call it), and stop the evictions now taking place 
tinder the protection of a number of policemen, and I 
answered their questions, and replied to their demands, 
as nearly as possible as follows : — 

"On principle, I will not stop the evictions; the 
dwelling-houses must be given up, as my partners 
and myself are determined to employ men who will 
work, and who have volunteered their services upon 
the terms refused by those on strike. Our late servants 
have no more right to occupy these houses and gardens 
than I have to sit in the office of Lord Boyne's steward 
and receive his lordship's rents. I grant you the 
Union which you miners have formed is upholding 
and encouraging you to resist the masters, but either 
the leaders do not understand our position, or are 
wilfully keeping important statistics from the men. I 
daily read an account of your meetings, but I do not 
find any of your speakers, advisers, or leading men say 
anything seriously, or even mention with a common- 
sense view, any of the several mortgages, as we call 
them, held upon the financial effects of the masters: — 
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" 1st There is the monthly increased rates for the 
carriage of minerals which must be paid to the rail- 
way companies. 

" 2nd. The taxes and tenure-rates due to Govern- 
ment upon the output. 

" 3rd. The extra cost of business establishments, and 
the salaries and commission of agents throughout the 
world. 

"4th. The thousands spent on machinery and other 
appliances, which have in a great measure added to 
the personal comfort and welfare of the workmen. 

" 5th. Bad debts. 

"6th. The annual amount of royalty paid to the 
owners of the land we are burrowing. 

"7th. The damages claimed for non-fulfilment of 
contracts, caused by accidents — strikes such as this — 
or wilful non-attendance of the men ; and these 
claims are seriously pressed by consumers of coke 
for locomotive purposes. 

"Us colliery-owners have carefully examined the 
several mortgages or liens upon the profits accruing 
from coal, independent of many other sources of 
expenditure, and we find the increased price of coal is 
a necessity, and that to raise the wages of the men in 
proportion would be like giving two shillings and 
sixpence for half-a-crown. The question has been 
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worked by rule-of-three, decimal fractions, and the 
first problem in Euclid — as my secretary calls it — and 
we find we are upon the straight line. 

" In conclusion, I would like to impress upon you 
that the masters consider your Union a great help to 
you as British workmen, but we do hold that public- 
houses should receive less patronage from it ; and a 
better feeling of thrift should pervade the addresses of 
your leaders. Had their watchwords been — Sobriety,. 
Humanity, Industry, and Charity, they would have 
tried to inculcate a more religious feeling amongst 
you, and not lead you to resist the actions of those 
whose servants you have lately considered yourselves, 
and from whom you are alienating each other by a 
spirit of self-will and headlong persistence which your 
dangerous calling should lead you to abandon. 

"Place your labour at the disposal of those who 
have for years tested your handiwork, and are willing 
to give what they consider a fair price for work done. 
Gentlemen, you have my sympathies and my advice ; 
and you know I was once a working miner myself." 

History repeats itself, and these words would have 
formed a fitting prelude to an exhortation on the late 
strike (1879). 
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TEDDY CAREY AS AN AMATEUR DETECTIVE. 




&T was not the first time Reginald Bara- 
clough had been at Harrogate ; ever since 
he was a child in arms the family from 
Spigot Lodge had occasionally visited the beautiful 
watering-place, being first introduced to it by Colonel 
Bryson, who had many happy recollections of the 
harlequin days of youth, and quiet rural pleasures 
spent with his lost Emily, which the neighbourhood 
of Harrogate and Nidderdale could alone recall. 

Colonel Bryson therefore felt proud, in recommend- 
ing the waters which are now held in such high 
esteem, but the Stray received the Colonel's greatest 
praise ; and certainly this beautiful tableland is a 
delightful resort It is two thousand feet above the 
level of the sea at Scarborough, and the hottest day in 
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summer is therefore lowered in its temperature at 
High Harrogate. 

Before the cab had reached the Crown Hotel, 
Reginald Baraclough had arranged bis plans and 
recovered his wonted spirits, and leaving Carey to 
attend to the luggage, he received an hospitable wel- 
come from the worthy host, and entered the suite of 
apartments which had been held in readiness for his 
reception several days. 

Opening a small portmanteau that never left his 
side whilst travelling, he produced writing materials, 
and beneath his monogram wrote a few lines to the 
Colonel, apprising that gentleman of his arrival, and 
the pleasure it would afford him to call at the Devon- 
shire in the morning. 

Reginald Baraclough was aware of the " early to 
bed and early to rise " system of the aged Colonel to 
risk an interview that evening, and besides, he wanted 
to know more about the " member of the local corps 
of yeomanry ; " and as Carey left with the note, he 
enjoined him to make careful inquiries on the subject, 
and glean any information it was possible to obtain, 
without creating any suspicion. 

As soon as Carey was out of sight of the hotel, 
and crossing the fields to High Harrogate, he lit a 
cigar, and assumed the air of a gentleman in easy 



Digitized by CjOOQ LC 



6o Buried in Secret. 



circumstances, and was soon within sight of the 
Devonshire. 

It was not the first time his talents had been used 
as an amateur detective in the service of Reginald 
Baraclough, and many of that gentleman's secrets 
were treasured by Teddy Carey. 

Instead of entering the hotel at once with the note, 
he leisurely walked to-and-fro, hoping to come in con- 
tact with some of the servants; and he was amply 
repaid for his trouble by observing a man bring the 
favourite chestnut of John Patchett to the entrance, 
and after that gentleman had mounted and rode away 
in the darkness, he sauntered up to the ostler and 
inquired the name of the rider. 

"That is Mr. Patchett, of Dingle Hollow, who 
rescued Colonel Bryson and his daughter yesterday ; 
but perhaps you are a stranger in Harrogate, and has 
not heard of the rescue ? " 

" I have only just arrived," answered Carey, with a 
feeling of interest. " Is the Colonel and his daughter 
much worse ? " 

" Oh no ; Mr. Patchett has been dining with them, 
and judging from the hearty laughter of the jolly old 
Colonel, he is no worse, nor bus daughter either, as I 
saw her out with her maid this afternoon ; " and with 
these remarks they sauntered into the smoke-room, 
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and over a glass or two of spirits, for which Carey 
persisted in paying, he got the history of John Patchett, 
mixed with praises of the chestnut which was for sale, 
and whose pedigree the worthy ostler had more than 
once traced on the travelling-card of its sire — the 
latter being well known in the district. 

When Carey presented himself to his master, he 
used his own vernacular in giving an account of the 
interview with the ostler, and did not heighten the 
humour of Reginald Baraclough, who had just been 
reading a more extended account of the adventure on 
the Stray from a local paper. 

Alone in his own chamber that evening Reginald 
Baraclough paced the floor with a measured step and 
a troubled countenance, and gave vent to his thoughts 
in angry outbursts. 

" So, so," he muttered, " this member of the yeo- 
manry is a small landed proprietor, and lives with his 
mother the life of a country farmer — unmarried — and 
the hero of this rescue. I have truly found a rival, 
but he has not got the prize yet, and never will, as 
long as my name's Baraclough and I can sign a cheque 
or hold a single acre of land in County Down. Carey 
describes him as well-made and good-looking ; I must 
see for myself before I am a day older. This will have 
only been their second interview ; but what mischief 
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may have been done by the silly old Colonel enter- 
taining him to dinner. Fool that I was to linger that 
one day at Chillingham." 

And then the image of Norah Trenchard flitted 
before him, and, with a sigh, he began to undress. 

Reginald Baraclough had no religious impulses ; he 
had certainly been brought up in the faith of the 
Roman Catholic Church, whose canons had taught 
him the duty of prayer ; but the Garden of the Soul 
was far from his thoughts this evening. And he fell 
asleep dreaming of Dingle Hollow, and his possession 
of the chestnut, which he had determined to purchase 
and send to Ireland, and at last his troubled sleep 
was soothed with thoughts of the stables at Spigot 
Lodge ; and his vision pictured in dreams the hand- 
some pair of greys pawing the pavement, in front of 
the principal bank of Belfast, in which the credit 
account of the Baracloughs amounted to many 
thousands. 

Upon the following morning Colonel Bryson was 
pondering over the letter of Mr. Fen bo we when 
his daughter entered the sitting-room, and gave him 
her usual salutation. How beautiful she looked as 
she inclined her head to kiss the cheek of her father, 
and recognised the handwriting of their friend at the 
old Manor House in Durham. 
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Upon the table lay several letters, and recognising 
one addressed to herself from Mrs. Fenbowe, Miss 
Bryson retired to a recess in the bay-window of the 
sitting-room, and commenced to peruse it with a 
daughter's eagerness. 

There is a world of interest in letters ; they breathe 
thoughts which are seldom reached in ordinary con- 
versation. The postman is a welcome messenger, 
whether exercising his functions in the rural districts 
or in the midst of our towns of industry'. 

To such a mind as Miss Bryson the tender words 
of heart-felt pleasure, mingled with congratulations, 
which could be traced in the homely-written letter of 
Mrs. Fenbowe, added still more to the affectionate 
esteem in which she held that good lady, who had 
watched her Christian fortitude and religious senti- 
ments too closely, under the most trying circum- 
stances, to doubt that, had the accident terminated 
fatally, her young friend would have been received in 
the Mansions prepared for the elect. 

She was still musing over the letter when the 
Colonel exclaimed : — "This is a wonderful production 
of Fenbowe, Meggie ! he has had a much narrower 
escape than ours in a coal pit some years ago. That 
confounded newspaper paragraph must have been 
wrote by a penny-a-liner; just fancy me charging 
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cavalry in a four-wheeled carriage. I cannot help 
calling the whole affair a farce." 

" I don't look at it in that light, father ; you know 
there are a great many persons killed every year by 
carriage accidents." 

" Yes, that may be true, Meggie ; but if old Pybus 
my coachman had held the reins instead of your 
dainty little fingers, Cantab would have been brought 
up in no time. You heard what Mr. Patchett said 
last evening. I really do think that young man very 
modest; he does not like to hear his performance 
boasted about, and he seemed confused when I told 
him Sir Henry Heugh had called to see me, and spoke 
very highly of him ; it may give him a lift. He should 
join the army, all the officers would look upon him as 
a hero for rescuing the old Colonel who has served his 
country so faithfully — although I say it myself." 

"I don't think Mr. Patchett will join the army," 
said Miss Bryson, blushing ; " there is no one to carry 
on the farm but him, and his mother would not part 
with him." 

" Yes, he said so last night ; but farming is a slow 
and unprofitable business. He is made for something 
better, and where there is more life. He will never 
make a fortune out of farming ; at any rate I would 
like to give him a lift in the world, and I am deter- 
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mined to see his mother about it. My friend Joseph 
Fenbowe may find him an appointment at our new 
colliery ; but if he would like a commission in a crack 
regiment he would soon rise. I never saw a man 
handle a horse better than he can." 

The conversation was here interrupted by the 
entrance of the Colonel's servant, who announced 
Reginald Baraclough. 

The Colonel was the first to seize the . proffered 
hand of their Irish guest, and the reception ac- 
corded to the linen manufacturer was cordial in the 
extreme. 

There are some men .whose possession of self- 
control leads them to hide the deepest emotion, and 
Reginald Baraclough was one of this sort, although 
he gave a slight start as he noticed the alteration in 
the beautiful form of Miss Bryson since their last 
meeting ; the finely-developed figure of our heroine 
received a careful inspection, as she gracefully reclined 
on the couch, whilst the Colonel related the story of 
their adventure. 

Those of my readers who have visited Harrogate 
will retain pleasant recollections of the drive towards 
the Nidderdale Hills, and the shady lane upon the 
south side of the fashionable watering-place. 

It was in the latter that Reginald Baraclough and 
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Miss Bryson walked side by side upon the day of their 
first meeting for many months. 

It was a beautiful afternoon, the tints of autumn 
seemed to tinge with a mellow light the fields and 
hedgerows, and the shadow of the hawthorns shaded 
their forms as they passed, and made the lane like a 
sylvan retreat 

The balmy air blew fresh upon their cheeks, and 
birds of various notes warbled their autumn vespers, 
or nestled with placid murmurings in the neighbouring 
fields, or skimmed across the moorland in the distance, 
behind which could be seen the towering rocks and 
rugged scars of Nidderdale. 

The thoughts of Reginald Baraclough were mingled 
in a strange chaos ; here was the basis of his future 
day-dreams, a prize not to be despised, and although 
her pure and undefiled religious sentiments did not 
mingle with his thoughts, the monetary side of his 
victory balanced her in his favour. 

Colonel Bryson was rich, and based his wealth upon 
more tangible security than a linen manufactory or 
a banker's deposit note. 

" Dear Miss Bryson, I am pleased you escaped from 
the carriage ; it must have been terrible," commenced 
Mr. Baraclough. 

"Yes, it was a serious position to be in, but the 
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excitement kept me from thinking about the adven- 
ture, and I knew that Providence was watching over 
me." 

" It must be a source of happiness to you, this per- 
sistent faith in the Almighty ; and whilst I have been 
in London I have had many pleasant recollections 
of the choir of Wackerfield Church, and the beautiful 
sermons of Mr. Rushton." 

"As you may depend, I do miss our quiet religious 
services," said Miss Bryson, "on a Sunday when I 
am away. About here, their Sunday worship is con- 
ducted by rote, and upon fixed and high-flown pro- 
grammes, in which music and Ritualistic ideas have 
the most sway." 

"WhenMr.Pash " 

" Mr. Patchett, that was the name of the gentleman," 
interrupted Miss Bryson. 

"When he lifted you from the carriage, did you 
feel yourself out of danger? " queried Mr. Baraclough, 
in a constrained voice. 

"I never thought of danger; my anxiety about 
father quelled all fear of being hurt, and it was only 
the light-hearted assurance of Mr. Patchett that 
prevented me from rushing after the carriage before 
father was rescued. But it's over now ; tell me about 
your sisters, and dear Mrs. Baraclough." 
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" Oh, Julia and Catherine are quite well, and so is 
mother, and I was pleased they did not see the. 
newspaper report before your father's epistle arrived, 
at the lodge. When are you going to visit Ireland ? " 

"It is impossible for me to tell Father likes 
Harrogate ; it was near here he first met poor mamma, 
and he intends staying a few weeks " 

As Miss Bryson made this remark, she heaved a 
deep-drawn sigh, and the monotony of her words 
seemed to affect her companion ; and Reginald 
Baraclough involuntarily took hold of her hand, and 
murmured: — 

" I wish, in after years, I may have similar reminis- 
cences of the past, and that these few. days may be 
impressed on my memory, Meggie. Miss Bryson, you 
cannot remain passive to my feelings ; our lives have 
been so interwoven, that I feel you are part of my 
existence — a guiding star to my future happiness. 
Meggie, I love y6u ; will you be my wife ? " 

The agitated girl looked up to him with a firm*set 
countenance ; it was not in her nature to wound the 
feelings of any one, but her intercourse with the world 
had given her no male companion except her father, 
and she felt that this offer would separate them, and 
she drew back at the thought. 

" Give me time to think," she said quietly ; " we are 
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happy as we are. Our engagement could not add to 
the pleasure of your society, or make any difference to 
you, and I cannot leave my father." 

" Then you do give me hope, Miss Bryson ? " 

"This has come so sudden, I cannot analyse my 
thoughts," she murmured; "I respect you, and feel 
that we have a common welfare, but matrimony is 
a serious undertaking ; we are both so young." 

" Dear Miss Brys6n; I fcan tfait J; I feel I have your 
promise, and in due time may prove the sincerity of 
my offer, and make you love me." 
. And tbey returned to the- Devonshire with varied 
feelings, but shewing a curious- mixture of mutual 
sympathy. 

, The thoughts pf . Miss JJryson were at Dingle 
Hollow, and the visit- of her father to the mother of 
John Patchett ; and Reginald Baraclough's mind was 
filled with the image of Norah Trenchard, and 
wondering if Larry had reached the Crimea, and 
would return a warrior or. die on the field of battle. 

As they entered the presence of the aged Colonel, 
,the tetter was pijzzled to understand the apparent 
.agitation of his daughter, % 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE OLD SEXTON'S STORY. 

ST would be impossible to find a prettier 
village in Yorkshire than Castle Abbey. 
It had a squire who took great pains 
with his cottages. The tenants were supplied with 
plants and flowers from the castle by his gardener, and 
any continued untidiness in arranging the creepers 
around the porches, or in keeping the thickset hedges 
in order, was sure to bring upon the offender the dis- 
pleasure of Sir Henry Heugh. 

His own mansion stood within the park close by, 
and it was a source of delight to hear his guests praise 
the neat and tidy appearance of the cottages as they 
passed through the village. 

Castle Abbey stood on the slope of a hill, about 
five miles from Harrogate, and a stream of clear 
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water sprinkled over the pebbles as it rapidly flowed 
down the principal street 

This stream turned a mill, and in the hottest day of 
summer one could hear the sound of cool, rushing 
water, and sometimes the merry song of the miller as 
he watched the sacks which were being daily filled for 
his customers. 

In the centre of the village stood the Fox and 
Hounds, an old-fashioned inn, with a gaily-painted 
sign representing the hounds in full cry, and which 
was said to have been painted by Sir Henry Heugh's 
father, as many members of the hunt could be pointed 
out by some of the old inhabitants. 

About noon, upon the day following the arrival of 
Reginald Baraclough at Harrogate, Teddy Carey 
pulled up at this hostelry ; and from the appearance 
of Cantab, he had already taken any bolting ideas 
out of his head, and shewn him that an artist held the 
reins during their drive from Harrogate, 

The landlord was soon at the dtior, and led Cantab 
round to the back yard, where he was taken in charge 
by one of the farm labourers. 

Carey ordered some refreshment in the parlour, 
where the landlord rejoined him, and added, with a 
smile : — 

* I hope you have put a good halter on my horse ; 
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he nearly killed a colonel the other day, and might 
try the same antics with a landlord !" 

"You don't mean to say . that that is the horse 
which rap away at Harrogate, and was stopped by our 
neighbour Mr. Patchett? I saw ah account of it in 
the paper." 

" It's the very same," answered Carey. " But bring 
yourself a glass; I want to know something of your 
pretty village, and to visit the sights in the neigh- 
bourhood.". - 

The landlord at once hurried to the cellar. He was 
a man over fifty years of age, and, like many more in 
his trade, was very stotit, but worked hard upon the 
farm iattached to the house. Although he had been 
christened Bartholomew m the Castle Abbey Church, 
he was called Bart frbm boyhood, and upon entering 
the Fox and Hounds his sign received this cognomen. 

The uncle of Mr. Lowe was parish clerk and sexton, 
and the taking appearance of Carey fcnd the Colonel's 
carriage had already aroused his curiosity, and led him 
to look upoii Teddy with interest, and he sent a boy 
with a message for his u»cle. 

The secret of the message sent by Bart Lowe* and 
many other Kttle rules observed at our watering-places 
and quiet rural resorts, was to secure his uncle as 
guide, the end of which he knew would be a souvenir. 
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Tourists call this tact, and do not grumble to pay 
when they see a thrifty trait in the character of their 
guide. 

And Carey shortly afterwards found himself with 
Jacob Squires, the parish clerk, gazing at the tabulated 
slabs and quaint devices inside of Castle Abbey 
<3iurch, so much admired by visitors to Harrogate. 
*; Like the Majority of our sacred and ancient edifices, 
each pew, each monument, or simple headstone, has 
some story attached to it, reminding us that— 

" Days and moments quickly flying, 
Blend the living with the dead ; 
Soon will you and I be lying 
Each within our narrow bed. 

Whence we came, and whither wending, , 
1 Soon we must through darkness go, 

To inherit bliss intending 
Of eternity of woe." 

Biographies have been wrofe of many Church of 

England worthies since die Reformation, and those 

have been commented upon and reproduced to shew 

in some instances that our mother church is not a 

compound or compromise between Romanism and 

cite faith of a Puritan, but I have never seen an effort 

:inade to gather the memoirs and recollections of our 

parish clerks. 

r The grandfather of Jacob Squires had filled this 
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position of trust at Castle Abbe}', and Jacob himself 
had now passed the allotted three-score-and-ten, and 
surely their simple faith and daily intercourse with 
the registers of the most important events in our lives 
alone deserve a place in our history, 

A newspaper had mentioned in its local news that 
Jacob Squires had walked from Abbey Farm to the 
Castle Abbey Church — a distance of three miles — for 
more than thirty years, and had never vacated his 
seat at the church for a single Sunday. Such Chris- 
tian fortitude is equal in a lesser degree to the faith 
of Richard Hooker, the controversial powers of Dr. 
Ussher, the gentle pleadings of Archdeacon Deighton, 
or the fiery eloquence of Jeremy Taylor, 

Teddy Carey was fond of ecclesiastical architecture, 
and had more than once read the views of Dr. Green- 
well of Durham on that subject and geology, during 
the thirteen years he lived with Dr. Clayton of 
Hawkinstone, and he found in Jacob Squires a reten- 
tive memory and a knowledge of the history of every 
carved knight and other device which graced the 
walls of {he church. 

Upon leaving the sacred edifice they entered the 
ground set apart for the burial of the dead ; and a 
recently erected headstone, which was enclosed with 
iron railings, recorded the resting-place of William 
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Patchett and his only daughter ; and in answer to a 
question from Carey as to the relation they bore to 
the present tenant of Dingle Hollow, the old sexton 
entered into a warm eulogium respecting John Pat- 
chett, who had purchased the piece of ground upon 
the death of his father, in spring, and erected this 
headstone to his memory, and that of his only sister. 

Several interesting remarks were also made by 
Jacob on the history of Sir Henry Heugh, and the 
family connections of Lord Snarcliffe, one of whom 
lived at the Castle and the other at Abbey Grange, 
each having a family vault and closed-in pew, for 
which they paid a yearly rental. 

Having rewarded the old sexton, Carey promised 
to meet him after dinner, and was making his way to 
the little wicket-gate let in the wall, when a head- 
stone, which stood in a corner by itself, attracted his 
attention, and upon crossing to decipher the inscrip- 
tion, he was only able to make out these simple 
words : — 

"§hz gub a fattpet, 

ani toa* 

gterieb in §uxtt" 

And not only was his curiosity aroused, but his 
thoughts carried him back to the days of his youth 
when he mingled with the pauper children of Hawkin- 
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stone, and the time when he lay ill of a fever, without 
the soothing care of a mother to quench his thirst, or 
a near relation to close his eyes in death and prepare 
his body for a pauper's grave. 

As Carey returned to the footpath he noticed the 
old sexton give an anxious look towards him, and 
his ready tact inwardly convinced him that no ordin- 
ary person had their death thus recorded, and that a 
secret history was attached to this particular rough- 
cut stone. 

By asking a few simple questions, his suspicions 
were confirmed by old Jacob himself, who did not 
seem desirous of giving any information on the sub- 
ject, and added in a tone of remorse : — 
. a It is more than twenty years since the body of the 
lady referred to on that stone was brought here in a 
coffin by an undertaker, and was buried by the late 
vicar, with only myself arid my niece — Bart Lowe's 
wife— as mourners ; and her youthful folly will not 
interest you who is a stranger to this part" . 

"But surely," said Carey, "she must have had a 
husband, a father, mother, or some relation to pay the 
expenses of the funeral and the cost of that head- 
stone; what mystery could insult her memory with 
that epitaph ? " 

"That is just what makes me so aiixious tt> keep 
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her history a secret — as far as I know it. It is as 
much as my place is worth to mention the name she 
bore when a girl." 

But Teddy . Carey was determined to hear the 
history, however, and he adroitly changed the subject 
of the conversation by a goodhumoured joke about a 
parish clerk in Ireland who said he was an H. M. I>. 
— that is, he made a living by the hatched, matched, 
and despatched — and then Carey commenced prais- 
ing old Jacob on the beautiful appearance of the 
flowers by the side of the neat gravel walks, and 
involuntary led his worthy guide to the Fox and 
Hounds, where he insisted upon old Jacob joining 
him at dinner ; after which they charged their pipes 
and indulged in a few glasses of punch until Jacob 
was brought back to the subject of the headstone. 

Flattery is generally the weakness of an old man's 
citadel. Much may be done in. moulding your wishes 
with theirs, if the ice is broken by the pipe of peace 
and hot toddy ; and not long after dinner Carey was 
rewarded with the following remarkable story of the 
lonely memorial, from the reminiscences of the old 
sexton : — 

"It is many years since a stranger arrived one 
evening at this house, and occupied the best bed- 
room. Upon the following morning he had a long 
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interview with the late vicar, Mr. Jayson. Village- 
like, our curiosity was aroused, and his silence and 
gentlemanly manner had impressed my niece (Mrs. 
Lowe the landlady) so much, that she promised me a 
bottle of gin if I could find out who he was and what 
he wanted at Castle Abbey. As he never asked for 
a guide, but seemed acquainted with the neighbour- 
hood and the history of the old castle, I could not 
obtain an interview with him ; but soon after he was 
gone, the vicar sent for me and pointed out a piece of 
ground the stranger had bought in the churchyard, 
and in which I was to dig a grave, and get Ralph 
Todd, the village mason, to make it into a kind of 
vault by walling up the side with bricks. Handing me 
three sovereigns, he said the grave must be ready the 
following evening by four o'clock to receive the coffin, 
which would arrive by the turnpike in a hearse. It was 
no use trying to get any information from the vicar, as 
he at once told me the funeral must be kept a secret. 

" Accordingly Ralph and I set to work, but when 
the corpse arrived, in a beautiful coffin, the grave was 
not finished ; apd next day being Sunday, the vicar 
had to attend service and preach in a schoolroom at 
nine o'clock, in a little hamlet within the parish of 
Castle Abbey, so he read the funeral sermon in the 
porch, and left the body for us to bury. 
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" The undertaker, or whoever he was that drove the 
hearse, did not even stop to get a glass of ale, and the 
only words on the breastplate of the coffin was, ' In 
Memoriam/ so that we were as wise as ever as to the 
contents of the box, except that the corpse had been 
a woman, from Mr. Jayson using the word 'sister* 
when reading the funeral service in the porch. 

"That night Ralph and I got a drop too much, 
and as it was a dark night in the latter part of 
October, we determined to open the coffin and try to 
get some further information." 

Here the old sexton drew his chair closer to Carey, 
and taking a good drink of gin and water, said, in a 
whisper : — 

"You are the only one alive who .will know this 
secret when I am done. My niece and Ralph Todd 
are both dead ; can I trust you ? " 

" Upon my soul," said Carey, after he had looked 
out and bolted the parlour door. " I live in the North 
of Ireland, and possess many secrets of eminent 
men, and your words are as safe with rae as the 
Pope;" and he devoutly crossed his breast, and had 
such a pious, and even striking appearance, that old 
Jacob involuntarily ejaculated, "Amen," and con- 
tinued his story, with Carey's hand clasped between 
his own : — 
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u The first thing we noticed when the coffin lid was 
removed was the beautiful flaxen hair of the dead 
lady, and the expensive shroud in which. she was 
wrapt She could not have been more than thirty 
years of age, and her features were beautiful even in 
death, as seen by the fitful glare of the lantern as I 
held it in my trembling fingers, 

" Ralph lifted her left hand, and took from it a gold 
ring with a lightrblue stone, which he put in his 
pocket, and in the folds of the shroud I found a 
letter which had been opened ; and hurriedly screwing 
on the lid we reached the Fox and Hounds by the 
back way without being missed, 

" I have oft with tears read that letter and blessed 
the writer. I still have it in my private desk at home. 
There was no date or town mentioned in the letter; 
but the words will never leave my memory. 

'"Dear sister in love,' it says, 'I received your 
wedding-ring and the other papers quite safe, and 
have already sent them to the lawyer in Dublin whom 
you name, and again assure you that your unhappy 
secrets are safe, with me till death. How thankful I 
am that Heaven is at last within your grasp, and you 
so eager to enter that "bourne from whence no. 
traveller returns" — where the wicked cease from 
troubling and the weary are at rest. My father is 
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now praying for you. I will be at your bedside this 
evening. Should death have relieved you from your 
sufferings, believe me that father will arrange that 
your body shall be buried at Castle Abbey, and no 
one but the worthy vicar, Mr. Jayson, any wiser that 
you lie so near the home of your childhood. — I am, 
your affectionate friend and sistef of mercy (as you 
call me), Carry Rushton.' 

" This letter was directed to Mrs. Ethel O'Shausney, 
and from that name we gathered the poor lady's 
history, or rather the name of her parents." 

Here old Jacob paused for breath, and after a kind 
word or two from Carey, who was now too excited to 
lose a word of the old man's story, he continued : — 

u About two miles from here, and enclosed in mag- 
nificent grounds, stands Abbey Grange, said to have 
been built from the stones of two ruined abbeys and 
.a priory, destroyed by Cromwell before the restoration 
of Charles II. in the 17th century. It belongs to 
Lord Snarcliffe, a very ancient family, whose tabulated 
monuments you have seen in our church. 

" About the time when Copenhagen was taken by 

the British fleet, and previous to the stirring times of 

the Peninsular War, the then Lord Snarcliffe had three 

children, whom I well remember. The eldest was a 

headstrong young fellow about four-and-twenty, and 

6 
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very fond of field sports, and some of his famous leaps 
when following the hounds are still pointed out by 
Luke Smiles the old whip. The second in succession 
was a daughter — the beautiful Ethel — and considered 
the prettiest maiden in our dales, and the third was 
quite a boy, and many times I have had him on my 
pony when a boy, but he is now Lord Snarcliffe. 

" It was at this time when Sir Henry Heugh kept 
the castle in a continual bustle with guests, and this 
inn was oft filled with retainers and military officers 
who came to assist in forming a kind of cavalry 
regiment, under the leadership of Colonel Heugh, 
who was Sir Henry's son ; and Lord Snarcliffe joined 
heart-and-hand in the military enthusiasm, and sul> 
scribed one thousand guineas towards the expense of 
the enterprise. 

" Amongst those who joined the banneir of Colonel 
Heugh was a college chum named Brian O'Shausney, 
whose parents were large landholders in Ireland, but 
as he had forfeited his father's pleasure, and also his 
birthright, by deserting the Roman Catholic faith and 
joining the Protestants, he was obliged to leave home, 
and shortly after purchased a commissioa in the army, 
and joined the local cavalry to serve his country 
against the hated French. 

"The result of his eight months' sojourn at the 
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castle, however, was a secret love-match between the 
beautiful Ethel and himself, and upon being refused 
even admission to the Grange, they eloped, and were 
privately married in Ireland, 

" It was said at the time that Colonel Heugh assisted 
rn the flight, and from that day to the death of Lord 
Snarcliffe, seven years ago, there was a deadly enmity 
between the two families. Captain Snarcliffe, the hot- 
headed son of his lordship, was so incensed at losing 
his sister that he sent a challenge to young O'Shaus- 
ney, but the war breaking out, the duel was postponed, 
but was afterwards fought with rapiers in front of 
Toulouse, just before that town fell into the hand* 
of the British, and Captain Snarcliffe fell mortally 
wounded. 

" Poor O'Shausney was tried by court-martial, and 
although the Heughs tried hard to save him, he was 
sentenced to be exiled from Great Britain for the 
period of fifteen years ; and the lovely Ethel, faithful 
to her early love, joined her husband, so far as any 
about here knows. 

" The arrival of her corpse, or rather the arrival of 
the stranger I mentioned, was the first news of her 
presence in England. 

"Several attempts were made to reconcile the 
two families with their children before the time of 
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banishment should expire, but Lord Snarcliffe called 
O'Shausney a murderer, and his parents were equally 
as bitter. 

" But the strangest part of the story is to come. 
When Mr. Jayson the vicar was not expected to 
recover from a serious illness which kept him to his 
bed — about two years after the grass had covered 
Ethel's grave — he sent for Lord Snarcliffe, and no 
doubt made a confession ; and you may judge Ralph 
Todd and I trembled when his lordship ordered a 
headstone to be erected at the head of the grave, the 
contents of which, as we thought, was only known to 
Ralph and me. 

"After the rough plain stone was fixed, a sculptor 
from Leeds came and worked in the letters, which 
from the words you have read shewed plainly her 
father had not relented one iota of his extreme 
harshness. 

"But some one was still watching Ethel O'Shausney's 
grave, for one night the obnoxious stone was removed 
to the other side of the churchyard, and a beautiful 
marble cross, with the memorable words from the 
third chapter of Malachi, placed at the head of the 
grave in its stead:— 'And I will be a swift witness 
against those that oppress the hireling in his wages, 
the widow, and the fatherless, and that turn aside 
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the stranger from his right, and fear not Me, saith 
the Lord/ . 

" Lord Srtarcliffe tried all in his power to make the 
present vicar remove the cross, and went so far as to 
appeal to the bishop, but the law was against himj 
arfd he found a stern and severe man to deal with in 
Mr. Pawson— the very opposite tp the easy and good- 
natured Mr. Jayson, our late parson. 

" When the present Lord Srtarcliffe succeeded to the 
title and estates, he erected a marble slab to the 
memory of poor Ethel within the church, and regu- 
larly visits the grave of his sister. 

" I dare not disclose the existence of the letter or 
knowledge of anything ; besides, it would do no good." 

" But what became of the ring ? " asked Carey. 

Old Jacob gave a visible start, and said earnestly, 
4( I have gone so fer, and I. aright as wejl tell you, it is 
in my desk with the letter, and was given to me by 
Ralph Todd just before he died. I have oft* wanted 
to disclose the story. I am an old man now; my 
family could never understand the depth of feeling as 
you have shewn, and besides they have not seen the 
world, and some good may come of it some day." 

Carey thought so too, but considered it best not to 
push the matter further just then, as he was due at 
Dingle Hollow to call for his master, who had come 
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from Harrogate to purchase the chestnut colt of Mr. 
Patchett. 

After ordering the carriage and bidding the old 
sexton an affectionate farewell, he left the Fox and 
Hounds. 

His thoughts gave some peculiar turns as he 
mentally reviewed the story of Ethel O'Shausney's 
grave, and he little thought how soon he should be 
mixed up in her romantic life ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A PARTING MEMENTO. 

\HE visit of Reginald Baraclough to Dingle 
Hollow to purchase the chestnut of Mr. 
Patchett was not marked with any cir- 
cumstance worth repeating. 

He certainly became less uneasy about the member 
of the local yeomanry, for, like many more in this 
world, he judged people by outward appearances, and 
the brown stuff-dress, clean white apron, and old- 
fashioned bonnet of Mrs. Patchett spoke so much of 
poverty and ignorance that his mind reflected there 
was not much patrimony left for her son John, that 
he would never dare to think of Miss Bryson. 

The appearance of the son was even worse in his 
ideas. He wore a rough cloth jacket, corduroy 
trousers, hob-nailed boots, and a hand like that of a 
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village blacksmith. Surely this man would not dare 
to sit again at the same table with the Colonel and his 
daughter ! 

It was not in a bashful style that John Patchett 
received his visitor. Scarcely a week passed but some 
country squire or town-bred gentleman presented him- 
self at Dingle Hollow on matters appertaining to the 
farm; and the local shows proved John Patchett a good 
judge of stock, and many prizes had been credited 
to him during his possession of Dingle Hollow. 

As soon as the bargain for the chestnut was com- 
pleted — 150 guineas — the two men so strangely met, 
adjourned to the parlour, and it was here that 
Reginald became impressed with the ease and style of 
conversation of his rival, as he inwardly called him. 

And although he would have liked to have probed 
the inward thoughts of John Patchett, he was bound to 
leave without knowing his idea of Miss Bryson, 
although he had the satisfaction of feeling that he 
was taking away from him one source of his success 
in the adventure on the Stray, and that upon John 
Patchett's future visit to Harrogate his well-made 
figure would not be enhanced in appearance by the 
beautiful chestnut 

" Good-bye," Reginald Baraclough said, at parting ; 
M this is my card. I am the guest of Colonel Bryson 
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for a few days, and join my thanks to theirs in shewing 
your gallantry on the Stray." 

John Patchett started. This handsome stranger who 
had given him such a price for " Nero " — the guest of 
the Colonel ! Surely he must be the accepted suitor of 
Miss Bryson, and had bought the horse because she 
desired it 

" Ob, don't mention the incident," he replied hastily. 
u I am tired of hearing people talk about it ; I would 
have done the same for the poorest creature on the 
earth." 

tt I don't doubt it, my dear fellow ; and to shew I 
appreciate your noble conduct, here is a fifty pound 
note for you" 

The face of John Patchett turned scarlet, and the 
old family pride seemed to make his frame quiver 
as he said : — 

" Bah \ Bah ! what do you take me for ? Is money 
& fit reward for a deed of bravery? You forget I am 
enrolled as a volunteer in Her Majesty's service, and 
ought not to be considered a coward or take pay for a 
Christian action," and he turned towards the house. 

Reginald Baraclough was too much taken aback 
by John Fatchetfs retort to make any reply, and with 
a muttered curse at the farmer's insolence, he rode 
towards the high road to join Carey. 
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He little dreamt when he should meet John Patchett 
again. 

Carey was not at all surprised when his master 
rode up to the carriage on the chestnut He had 
divined the intention of Reginald Baraclough the 
previous evening. 

Whether it was the knowledge gleaned in the 
educational department of Hawkinstone workhouse, 
or his daily intercourse with medical science as a 
bottle-washer in Dr. Clayton's surgery, or the secrets 
with which he occasionally became acquainted in his 
capacity as coachman, Teddy Carey developed all the 
requisites which make up a private inquiry agent. 

Even as valet for Reginald Baraclough, Catey 
kept a regular diary, and every incident which took 
place was duly noted in the space set apart for that 
purpose. 

Upon one occasion, during his service with Dr. 
Clayton, his diary had assisted to carry the verdict 
of the Probate Court in establishing the validity of a 
will made by a wealthy iron merchant in favour of 
his widow, a few minutes before he died. 

The will was disputed by two sons and a daughter, 
born to him by his first wife, who had been dead 
some years. 

Carey was one of the two witnesses whose names 
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were attached to the attestation clause, and although 
the merchant breathed his last before the ink was dry 
on the important document, the evidence of Carey 
and his diary proved a previous conversation with his 
master when the draft was being read, which led the 
deceased to order the will to be engrossed by Mr. 
Rogerson the family lawyer, 

Carey was much flattered at the time by a hand- 
some present from the rich widow, whom the law 
protected against the moral claims of the fatherless 
children. 

The story of old Jacob Squires, the sexton of 
Castle Abbey, was not only duly noted in his diary, 
but commented upon in another part used for 
remarks, and before the end of the week Teddy had 
visited the abbey farm and obtained the letter and 
ring of the lost Ethel, with a written statement bear- 
ing out the facts already recorded. 

In acting thus, Teddy was not only instigated 
by his desire to find out when and where Brian 
CShausney died, and whether any children survived 
the marriage, but an important void in his own life 
had been troubling him. 

Ever since he had left the quiet service of Dr. 
Clayton to mingle with the world, he found in the 
various classes of society — from the poorest peasant 
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to the wealthy lord — a pedigree was something to be 
proud of, and that a man or woman born a pauper or 
illegitimate were scorned by society, and that parish 
relief was abhorred by the industrious, even amidst 
afflictions which could not be avoided. 

And sometimes loftier ideas than these assailed the 
thoughts of Carey, and he. would soar amid the poetry 
of homely affection and the blessed halo which 
surrounds a mother's love, and the fond recollections 
and pleasant visions nourished by a father's watchful 
care, or the silent memorial which at last surmounts 
their resting-place, though it be but a few blades of 
grass, amid which the daisies and primroses rear their 
modest heads ; and with a sigh or a few tears shed 
in secret, he would mutter to himself: — " I am indeed 
an unknown waif, beholdfen to the parish of Hawkin- 
stone for my sustenance and education, until I found 
an asylum in the house of poor Dr. Clayton, bttt 
now he is taken from me, and I am left with an 
unscrupulous master who makes self-will his greatest 
aim, Mid crushes in the dust the virtuous affection 
and esteem of the gentler sex." 

"What would I give to secure my faithful Looah? 
but, alas 1 the impenetrable barrier of birth and this 
world's lucre has indeed hardened her father's heart 
I may keep saving for years and years, but must at 
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last release her from her engagement, and carry the 
stigma of this abstract eidolon — * born a pauper.' " 

Teddy Carey would here stop, like many more wha 
are subject to reflections. The future is an impene- 
trable barrier ! 

About eight o'clock the same evening the favourite 
chestnut colt "Nero," late the property of John 
Patchett, left the Harrogate station in a horse-box 
specially set apart for that purpose, accompanied by 
the ostler of the Devonshire, and addressed ta 
" Terence Baraclough, Esq., Spigot Lodge, Belfast." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ECHOES OF LOVE AND EMBLEMS OF CHARITY. 

GOOD story is told in one of the biogra- 
phies of Dr. Ussher, the celebrated Church 
of England Primate in County Down, 
who was much harrassed and reduced in circum- 
stances by the civil wars in the reign of Charles II. 

It seems one Saturday evening he was overtaken 
by darkness, and was obliged to stay in a little town 
within his diocese, but had not the needful to pay for 
his accommodation at an inn, and thereupon made 
his way to the parsonage, and begged for shelter, in 
the name of the Lord. 

The minister was not acquainted with the prelate, 
and wishing to be satisfied as to his religious feelings, 
asked him the number of the commandments. Dr. 
Ussher answered eleven ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Echoes of Love and Emblems of Charity. 95 

u How is that?" said the minister; " I never heard of 
more than ten." " That may be true according to the 
law of Moses," replied Ussher, " but our Saviour said, 
' A new commandment I give unto you, that ye love 
one another.' " 

Struck with this answer, the minister gave him a 
hearty welcome, and still remaining unknown to his 
host, he next day occupied the pulpit and preached 
one of his famous sermons. This was too much for 
the parson, and upon reaching the vestry he seized 
the hand of his guest, and said with fervour : — 

" The Lord himself must have sent you here, unless 
you are Dr. Ussher ; no one could preach a sermon 
like that but Ussher." 

This prelude to the present chapter is to prepare 
my readers for the introduction of the Rev. Charles 
Rushton, the worthy incumbent of Wackerfield, and 
his daughter Carry.. 

The latter had been visiting the sick and the needy 
in the neighbouring town of Bishop Roteland, and one 
of the poor widows — whose husband had been killed 
by a fall of stone at a neighbouring colliery — had 
exclaimed, " Surely you must be Carry Rushton whom 
I knew when a girl, for none but her could talk as 
you talk and turn my thoughts from this severe 
trial," 
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How happy in her goodness she looked on this 
autumn evening, sitting beside her father in the 
library, and telling him of her adventure and com- 
pleting her diary for the day. 

And what tales of misery condoned, hunger relieved, 
thirst quenched, poverty lightened, and hopes inspired, 
could that diary unfold, and what domestic secrets 
were hid within that gentle breast Charles Rushton 
had been a chaplain in the army, and was appointed 
to the living of Wackerfield by his friend Colonel 
Bryson, and like him displayed the silvery locks which 
makes age so honourable. 

The rector was a tall, muscular man, with fair 
complexion, light-blue eyes, and features which always 
wore a calm and holy dignity. He had been married 
twice, and Carry was the only child by his first wife, 
and was now about forty years of age, devoted to 
her stepmother, and an apt teacher to her younger 
brothers. 

At the age of twenty-three Carry Rushton married 
Adolphus McFarlane, a Scotch engineer, and pro- 
ceeded with him to India, to superintend some im- 
portant alterations to a bridge in the neighbourhood 
of Bombay, which were being effected by the East 
India Company. 

But after enjoying the blessings of married life for 
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about eleven years, Mr, McFarlane succumbed to the 
climate, and his wife returned to England with her 
only child — a fine curly-headed boy, nine years of 
age, and the only link that bound her to the memory 
of her affectionate husband. 

Mr. Rushton had given his daughter a hearty 
welcome upon her return, and although she was 
comparatively independent — as far as wealth makes 
independence — she was still the same Carry to him, 
and her youthful days came back to her as soon as 
she entered the rectory ; and she again became a help 
to him in his parochial duties, which had so much 
increased since Carry left him a happy bride. 

"I have had a letter from the Colonel, dear," said 
Mr. Rushton, " and he strongly endorses the invitation 
of his daughter for you to visit them at Harrogate,, 
and I think you ought to go." 

" It seems hard to leave the school so soon after 
the midsummer holidays — even for a day ; but if you 
wish it, I will be ready the day after to-morrow." 

And so it was arranged ; and Mrs. McFarlane 
landed safely at Harrogate Station, and received such 
a warm reception from Miss Bryson, and there was 
so much hugging and kissing that more than one 
smiled at the two friends before they left the plat- 
form. 

7 
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As Mrs, McFarlane unpacked her trunk that even- 
ing at the Devonshire, she took from amongst her 
treasured books a neat Bible and prayer-book. On the 
fly-leaf of the former was wrote, "Ethel O'Shausney, 
Sydney, New South Wales," in the bold handwriting 
of a man, and beneath, in the delicate writing of a lady, 
*To Carry Rushton, from her affectionate sister in 
love* Ethel O'Shausney/' 

The prayer-book bore the following inscription : — 
<( From John Thomas Jayson, vicar of Castle Abbey, 
Yorkshire, to Miss Ethel Snarcliffe, as a mark of his 
esteemr-Easter Sunday, 1803." And beneath, in a 
trembling and delicate scrawl, u I leave this for Miss 
Carry Rushton," 

Tears rolled down the cheeks of Mrs McFarlane as 
she examined these mementos of the lost Ethel, and 
the secret she had so long treasured and almost, forgot 
in her home in the East ; but now that she was in 
Yorkshire she thought of Castle Abbey and Ethel's 
grave, and inwardly hoped she might visit the latter 
before she returned to the rectory at Wackerfield. As 
if in answer to her thoughts, Miss Bryson entered 
the room with an animated countenance, and said : — 

" Dear Carry, papa is going to a party at Low 
Harrogate, but he has just told me that he has 
accepted an invitation to spend the week end with 
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Sir Henry Heugh, and I suppose the ruins near his 
castle and the scenery are most beautiful." 

" But where is the castle situated, dear, and what 
do they call it?" 

" Oh, it is close to the village of Castle Abbey, and 
not far from here by road." 

At this moment the voice of the Colonel was heard 
upon the landing, and Miss Bryson hastened to obey 
his summons, and Mrs. McFarlane was left to ponder 
on the words she had just heard, and a prayer of thank- 
fulness escaped her lips. 

Twenty years previously the gentle spirit of Ethel 
O'Shausney had been soothed in its flight to the 
unseen world by the thoughts of a resting-place in the 
churchyard of this village, and God, in His own way 
and in His own time, had at last brought her near to 
the grave of her lost friend. 

With what delight Mrs. McFarlane heard of this visit 
to Castle Abbey may in some degree be imagined. 

At the death-bed of Ethel O'Shausney a link was 
formed which was to connect that moment with her 
future existence, and now another link to the same 
chain of circumstances was about to be added. 

The reflective mind is sometimes strongly impressed 
by incidents like these. Years may be passed in our 
wayward journey on earth in ignorance of the exist- 
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cnce of another with whose wellbeing, nevertheless, 
our own is connected, or who unknown, undeserved, 
or unsought for by us, is brought to our knowledge at 
a critical period of our lives, in the simplest and most 
natural manner, and on whom our future comfort, 
happiness, or success in life may depend. And can 
this be the work of chance ? 

The eye of faith sees in it the guiding hand of 
Providence, whose all-watching care is minutely shewn 
as much in every event which disturbs the common- 
wealth of a nation, soothes the deathbed of a pauper, 
or rejoices over one sinner that repenteth. 

It was not long after the departure of the Colonel 
that the two friends found themselves wandering in 
their conversation over the parish of Wackerfield. 

There were many times during the evening Miss 
Bryson thought of confiding the secret of Reginald 
Baraclough's offer of marriage, but the form of John 
Patchett came vividly before her, and she paused. 

Before they retired to rest, Mrs. McFarlane had 
gleaned the full particulars of the accident on the 
Stray, and the subsequent visit of John Patchett, and 
felt a desire to see the hero who had so gallantly 
rescued her friend. 

This was another pleasure she anticipated on her 
visit to Castle Abbey. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THE EVENING PARTY. 




JHERE are few amongst us who cannot 
remember some pleasant evening spent 
with the friends of our youth, or kindred 
spirits, whose social wit and literary repartee have 
made the room ring with merry laughter and 
hearty encores. 

The party of Reginald Baraclough, as far as he 
was concerned, was not intended to bring about any 
great tokens of friendly fellowship; his ideas were 
based upon making himself popular, and laying the 
foundation of a name that might increase his credit 
with the aged Colonel^ and enlist upon his side the 
patronage of the surrounding gentry. 

The beautifully-tinted invitations were initialed by 
himself, and the best room in the Crown Hotel waa 
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decorated for the occasion, and nearly fifty had made 
their appearance — more in honoyr of the Colonel 
than their host, who was a comparative stranger. 

Amongst those present were Sir Henry Heugh, 
Lord Snarcliffe, Major Yorke, Dr. Fairbright, Geo. 
Pulham, Esq., etc., etc., and the whole passed off in 
the greatest goodhumour, although the existing 
Government was seldom mentioned except in tones 
of censure, by tliose whose feelings were with our ill- 
fed and badly-clothed troops in the Crimea. 

Dr. Fairbright roused the Colonel into a speech, 
When he dilated upon the brilliant exploits of hfe 
ton— Captain Bryson— *in the struggle with Russia, 
and the latter part of the Colonel's reply is ^worth 
recording : — 

u We lost many brave men at Waterloo, men whose 
deeds of heroism had already been noticed by the 
general and his staff, but now marked : by a little 
hillock, a rough-hewn stone, or a few blades of grass, 
made greener by the vitality received from the bodies 
of our buried heroes, and only remembered now by 
those who fought by their side, parents here and 
there without fiieir soldier boy, or the wife and 
family robbed of their martial protector. 

" I do not Kke war, nor ever shall. . As a means to 
aft end, and that end the most desirable in the 
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world—- peace, individual protection, and national 
prosperity— war id to be respected; without it, at 
least so long as society is constructed as it is, these 
can never flourish. The strong will always oppress 
the weak; the ambitious will ever thirst for dominion; 
the powerful will generally be unjust 

" War, then — war undertaken for the protection of 
the defenceless, for curbing the too powerful, checking 
the ambitious, and restraining the unjust, and, above 
all, for the safety of our own country— is as praise- 
worthy as it is honourable, and they who haeard their 
lives in such service deserve well of their fellow*citizens > 
and are objects of God's protection and favour 

" Such wars ensure the rights -of all men, and pre- 
vent the misery, the cruelty, and the iniquity that 
would ovprspread the world. 

"Bat don't mistake me. I still think war is a 
dreadful thing, an evil to be avoided as much as it is 
dreaded ; and blessed indeed will the time be when 
the sword is turned into a pruning*hook, and our 
educational system and religious experience shall 
have spread a feeling of brotherly unity throughout 
the universe^ and the holy Bible raade the text- 
book, the guide, the counsellor, and the prefix and 
affix of our earthly sojourn/* 

The toast of the evening— -the health of Reginald 
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Baraciough — was in the hands of Major Yorke, 
whose smiling countenance and depth of humour bore 
a marked contrast to the passionate eloquence of 
Colonel Bryson. 

" I have only recently become acquainted with our 
worthy host," said the gallant Major, * but the fact of 
him being an Irishman has already impressed me in his 
favour. The first general under whom I received my 
baptism of fire was an Irishman ; my favourite ballad 
and favourite song was written by an Irishman, and 

my first sweetheart was an Irishm , 1 beg pardon, 

an Irishwoman ; and who can doubt that the heroic 
Wellington saved our country from passing into the 
hands of France, or at any rate rescued her from the 
horrors of a foreign invasion. What can equal the 
pathos of ' The Last Rose of Summer/ composed by 
Tom Moore, or that song, which bids me * Steer my 
Bark to Erin's Isle ? ' and as for my sweetheart, thos6 
who know Mrs. Yorke, in our beautiful dale, will tell 
you she is a second Kathleen Mavourneen. 

" Ireland puzzled the elder Pitt, and caused his son 
many sleepless nights, and I am afraid successive 
administrations— whether Conservative or Liberal — 
will not be able to govern Ireland until the Irish 
landholder is taught that an Irish peasant is of the 
same flesh and blood as the rest of mankind 
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" Put thirteen tradesmen down to a spread same as 
we have had to-night, and mix with them thirteen 
working-men, or men from the lower ranks of society, 
all dressed in the same broadcloth, and I'll be bound 
that out of the six-and-twenty the particular trade 
and calling of a score could be detected before the 
evening was over, by an ordinary physiognomist. 

u The form of a man is developed by his profession, 
or the food upon which he subsists ; this is shewn 
in the face and form of a butcher, the horny hands 
and muscles of a blacksmith, the bent knees of a 
shoemaker, the bland and affable manner of a tailor 
or draper, the bloated features of a publican, the 
crooked form of a miner, the erect bearing of a soldier, 
and so on ; and what can be expected from the Irish 
peasantry, who are under-fed by their masters, pro- 
vided with miserable hovels by their landlords, and 
whose diet is shewn in every lineament of their 
features to be a mixture of potatoes and porridge. 

"But feed these men, act kindly towards them* 
educate them, and they become worthy citizens — as 
evidenced by those who have emigrated to this 
country, and are now settling amongst the industries 
of England. 

" Irishmen are noted for the respect they bear to- 
wards their superiors, when the latter are educated ; in 
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fact their heads are immediately uncovered and their 
ears bent to any speech that savours of knowledge. 

" At our mess-table, after the battle of Waterloo, a 
good story was told of an Irish corporal of the guards, 
who had received a severe scalp wound upon that 
eventful day. The doctors were consulting near his 
couch in the improvised hospital, and one said : — 

u ' Poor Barney ! I'm afraid there is no chance for 
him, his brains are protruding/ The dying man, 
with the instinct of Erin, looked up with a smile, 
and said:— 

" c For God's sake, write home and tell my father in 
Tipperary ; he always said I had none V 

" There is a grand moral lesson to be learnt from 
this truthful narrative. Parents are too apt to lower 
the self-respect and cloud the future of their children, 
by brow-beating 'them* and placing too low an esti- 
mate of their talents before them. It is not always the 
sharpest youth who makes the best man- young- 
wheat thrives best when covered with sfiow, 

" The occasional traits of character shewn by some 
of our eminent men dwing their schoolboy days are 
oft exemplified, when their lives are written in the 
historic page, by amusing anecdotes. I will mention 
one or two, and you can attribute them to whom you 
think proper. 
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M A curly-headed youth of seven summers was 
standing with his class, in the presence of a stern 
monitor armed with a pointer, which he was using 
as he described a coloured painting on canvas, re- 
presenting the Eastern and Western hemispheres. 
Stopping abruptly in his description of Ireland — 
which, as you know, is like an old woman enveloped 
In a shawl and tossed into the Atlantk-^-he pointed 
to the seven-year-old juvenile, and asked him sharply, 
'Who made the world?' The boy gave a visible 
start, as if from a reverie, and mildly answered, 'I 
did, sir ; but I won't do it again/ 

"The next scene is a class-room, which formed 
part of a large castle in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. 
In this room were assembled his lordship's four 
children, and three cousins. The governess had be* 
come slightly irritated at a delicate little boy of six, 
who was, however, her favourite pupil. 

" Upon the occasion referred to he had neglected to 
prepare his memory with the proper position of the 
five letters which forms the word BRIEF, and fixing 
her gaze as sternly as she could upon the dark-eyed 

culprit, she exclaimed, ' Master , I will detain you 

in the class-room to-night for half-an-hour until you 
learn your lesson.' A smile crossed the features of 
her pupil as he gently murmured : — 
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"'I wish you would make it an hour; you are 
the prettiest young lady I have seen for some time.' 

" It was a stormy morning, in the latter part of the 
eighteenth century " 

The Major here paused and sat down, to overcome a 
fit of uncontrollable laughter, which affected the whole 
company, amid cries of " Hear, hear ; " " Go on, please, 
Major ; " " You'd make a grand historian " The latter 
exclamation was made by Colonel Bxyson as he clap* 
ped the Major on the back, and lifted him to his feet 

" It was a stormy morning, in the latter part of the 
eighteenth century," resumed the Major, "that two boys 
might have been seen in the depth of winter making 
their way to school. The ponies they were riding 
seemed to know the. voices of the two brothers, and 
needed neither whip nor spun At last they reached 
a narrow lane through which they had to pass, and 
their voices were hushed in the blinding storm which 
had drifted the white flakes to a depth of several feet; 
in fact in some parts the heads of the ponies and only 
part of the two youths could be seen as they stood up 
in the stirrups. ' Do let us return, Horatio ; we shall 
never get through these drifts/ said the elder of the 
brothers. 

" ' Never!' answered Horatio. 'Father said the other 
day that perseverance overcame many obstacles ; that 
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we had to persevere. It is our duty to obey him/ 
and several times the ardent youth urged his pony 
forward, and made a track for his brother, shouting as 
he did so: — 

"'Persevere, dear brother, we must reach school. 
Don't let us be laughed at by the other boys ; ' and 
they did reach school, although much exhausted. It 
was that same youth whose right arm was shattered 
by a cannon ball as he drew his sword on board a 
man-of-war, but seizing the fallen weapon with his 
left he continued the action. It was that same youth 
who died in the arms of Dr. Hardy, and whose words 
I would impress upon all present — ' England expects 
that every man this day will do his duty;' and all 
that I " 

The excitement and enthusiasm was so great when 
the company found that the gallant Major referred to 
Lord Nelson, and the cheers were so lusty, that his 
voice became inaudible. 

Besides breaking a couple of glasses, Colonel Bryson 
upset a decanter of sherry, as he struck the table and 
joined in the general chorus of sounds. 

At last the Colonel managed to gain a hearing, and 
waiving his hand to those present, said : — • 

"You must excuse the feelings of an old soldier 
whose exploits were performed on land, when the 
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boyhood of England's greatest naval warrior has been 
so beautifully referred to by our friend the Major. 
Nelson shed a lustre round fjxt wooden walls of old 
England, and raised her to the position she now holds 
as mistress of the seas, but do let us be quiet and hear 
the remainder of this splendid speech." 

" I have little more to say," exclaimed the Major, 
bowing to the smiling faces around him. " I hope the 
health of our young friend Mr. Baraclough may be 
drunk with a right good will, and whether his impulses 
lead him with the first boy who said he made the 
world, or the second who loved the society of a lady 
whilst learning his lessons, or he means to gain 
renown, like Nelson, by offering his life in the service 
of his country, or in whatever capacity it may please 
God to call him, may his future years re-echo with 
love for all that is noble, true, and virtuous, and may 
his last resting-place be an emblem of one whose 
motto in life was charity." 

It was break of day before the party separated, and 
before noon Reginald Baraclough was en route for 
Dublin to look after the interests of Norah Trenchard, 
whom he felt had been left in his charge by her 
brother Larry ere he sailed for the Crimea. 

Teddy Carey was granted a few days leave to visit 
Hawkinstone. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A mother's loss and a father's care. 

frT is a bitter and trying moment to part 
from a parent, and especially a mother* 
That gentle soother of every infantile care 
and sorrow ; that affectionate and cheerful sharer of 
every youthful pleasure ; that first, and best, and truest 
of friends ; that earliest object of fond recognition in 
the awakening eye of intelligence, whose image walks 
through life by our side, stands by us in the hour of 
sickness and the bed of death. Thrice happy are 
they who appreciate their mother. 

Even Lord Macaulay, the great historian and 
essayist, found time to write the following pathetic 
words: — 

"Children, look in those eyes; listen to that dear 
voice ; notice the feeling of even a single touch that is 
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bestowed upon you by that gentle hand! Make 
much of it while yet you have that most precious of 
alt good gifts — a loving mother. 

" Read the unfathomable love of those eyes ; the 
kind anxiety of that tone and look, however slight 
your pain. In after life you may have friends — kind, 
fond, dear friends — but never will you have again the 
inexplicable love and gentleness lavished upon you 
which none but a mother bestows. 

"Often do I sigh in my struggles with the hard, 
uncaring world, for the sweet deep security I felt 
when of an evening, nestling in her bosom, I listened 
to some quiet tale suitable to my age read in her 
tender and untiring voice. 

" Nor can I forget her sweet glances cast upon me 
when I appeared asleep, nor her kiss of peace at 
night. Years have passed away since we laid her 
beside my father in the old churchyard, yet still 
her voice whispers from the grave, and her eye 
watches over me as I visit spots long hallowed to 
the memory of my mother." 

Poor Josiah Trenchard was not only without a 
mother, but he could not even recall her image or 
plant a flower on her last resting-place. 

As he sat within a lovely bower in the corner of 
a beautiful garden, which abutted from the lawn in 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A Mother's Loss and a Fathers Care. 1 1 $ 

front of his father's house at Chillingham, thoughts 
of his early loss cast a shade of sorrow over his hand- 
some features, and seemed to disturb his mind more 
than the contents of a letter he was reading, and 
which had produced feelings of the great want of a 
sympathising heart and the affectionate counsel which 
is the outburst of a mother's love. 

Chillingham consists of a. row of stately dwellings,, 
forming part of the suburbs of Newbridge, and shut 
out from the noise and traffic of the main road to 
Dublin by a high wall, whilst the lofty elms and 
stately beeches tower above the roofs of the houses,, 
and form a cool and delightful avenue. 

The houses themselves form a kind of terrace, and 
are commodious dwellings, four storeys high, each 
consisting of a large and airy cellar-kitchen, opening 
into a spacious yard upon the level in the rear. Two- 
sitting-rooms, library, and several sleeping apartments, 
with lavatory, are in the rear, and above, the drawing- 
room, which opens out upon the lawn, beyond .which 
each house possesses a spacious garden, with bowers, 
hothouses, and other appliances fof those families who 
are blessed with children. 

The house at the north-east end of Chillingham 

had been occupied by the Trenchard family for many 

years, and the household arrangements were super- 

8 
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intended by a housekeeper, who answered to the 
name of " Dolly," and a maid-of-all-work. 

Patrick Trenchard was an austere man, and a stern 
father ; the marks of worldly care, and some hidden 
trouble which he tried to suppress, seemed to have 
imbued him with a harassed and morose disposition, 
which had hardened his heart against the softer 
feelings of human nature. 

Even his daughter Norah failed at times to thaw the 
impassioned mood in which he seemed to shut him- 
self from the world ; yet the deep wrinkles on his 
brow, and the compressed lips, would sometimes relax 
in her presence, and he would clasp her to his breast 
and sob like a child. 

It was then that Norah would soothe and caress 
him, and it was then his pent-up feelings and great 
love would shew itself in the affectionate glances and 
tender expressions which he bestowed upon her as 
she smoothed his silvery locks, with his head nestling 
on her bosom, and they would talk of Larry and his 
regiment in the Crimea. 

It was at these interviews that the fiery nature of 
the poor refugee would shew itself, and again the 
lustre would light up his dark-blue eyes as he 
described the advance and charge of the Royal Irish 
Dragoons, and Norah would tremble with excitement 
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at the impetuosity of her father, who seemed at these 
times carried away in his enthusiasm to youthful days. 

But in the presence of his son, Patrick Trenchard 
was never wont to exhibit a token of familiarity. 

This feeling may be noticed in many family circles 
< — a daughter seems to lean to the father and a son to 
the mother. 

In the life of Sir Thomas More we have several 
illustrations of a daughter's affection and a father's 
anguish, as he was led to the place of execution, and 
even after death how the sainted Margaret revered her 
father's memory, and rescued his head from London 
Bridge. 

It was the day before Reginald Baraclough had 
arranged to leave Harrogate that Josiah Trenchard 
sat moodily pondering over the contents of a business- 
looking letter in the bower at Chillingham, and 
ransacked his brain to find the ways and means to 
enable him to send a suitable reply to the epistle, 

which ran thus : — 

" Garrick St., Fleet St., London, 18—, 

" Sir, — Allow me again to remind you that the first of the two 
bills accepted by you for £70, at three and six months, is now 
past due, and has come back to me dishonoured. 

" I am indebted to my agent in Dublin for your address — 
-where I am assured you are staying — and as you have not 
answered my letter, I trust you will see the necessity of replying 
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to this, with the amount due enclosed, thus preventing. any 
further expense, and the unpleasantness attending legal pro- 
ceedings, by which you yourself intend gaining an honourable 
position. I shall wait six days for a remittance to cover the 
amount of the bill due, with seven-and-sixpence cost of noting 
the same, etc. — I am, sir, your obedient Servant, 

" Peter Wybeck Gallewski." 

" All right, Mr. Abba-Shanta Tab Russia, I must 
stop any further process from you," muttered Josiah. 
" If my worthy patre gets to know anything about this 
little debt of honour, my hopes of gaining an honour- 
able position by law will be nipped in the bud ; and 
yet the sum is a mere bagatelle. My friend Gordon 
Dwyer would laugh at the amount ; but he has such 
an indulgent mother." 

A deep sigh escaped Josiah as he breathed this 
word, and he completed his reverie by hastily putting 
the letter in his pocket-book, and asking for a hun- 
dredth time, " But where am I to get the money ? " 

Josiah Trenchard might well ask himself this 
question. 

Although only twenty-two years of age, he had 
imbibed freely from the sweets of honied pleasure and 
gay carousals which flash like meteors across tjie 
paths of the young and heedless in the midst of life 
in town. 
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A ready wit, pleasant countenance, musical voice, 
and nonchalant demeanour, had naturally inducted 
Josiah Trenchard to the society of commercial clerks, 
fashionable drapers' assistants, knd other frequenters 
of Juries', and his company was eagerly sought, until 
he became the hero of many pic-nics and one of 
the habitual frequenters of fashionable billiard-rooms, 
where he became quite an expert with the cue. 

It was not surprising, therefore, to find him in- 
dulging the same tastes in London during the few 
months he wias absent from Dublin, to secure the 
necessary diplomas connected with his legal career. 

But life in London cannot be ihdulgied without 
money, and although Josiah managed to live on a 
moderate allowance in Dublin — owing to his skill — 
he found the billiard-sharpers of London too many 
for him, and his sanguine spirit had led him into debt, 
as he in vain tried to restore his losses by another 
and yet another venture at pool, or in horse-racing, 
which is the offshoot of gambling. 

Besides, owing Reginald Baraclough pearly two 
hundred pounds, he had managed to secure a loan of 
sixty pounds from a Jew money-lender, for which he 
had given two bills, as mentioned in the preceding 
letter. 

After sauntering about the garden for an hour lost 
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in thought, Josiah made up his mind to ask his father 
for an advance of one hundred pounds towards the 
expense of a previously-suggested tour of three 
months in England, to perfect him still further in 
English law, by attending the circuit of one or two 
noted judges, who were about to open the winter 
circuit in the provinces. Forty pounds of this would 
enable him to discharge the liability on the dis- 
honoured bill, and he must trust to circumstances to 
make the balance suffice for his expenses. 

As he came to this conclusion, his natural vivacity 
revived his wonted spirits, and he hummed a verse of 
a favourite ballad : — 

" Never despair ! If thy friend should forsake thee, 

And leave thee in want or in need ; 
Such is life's grandeur, don't let it shake thee, 

Pity sometimes equals the deed. 
Many like you have a far heavier burden 

Of sorrow and trouble to bear ; 
There are friends in the rear, if you only heard them, 

Press onward ! look upward ! Never Despair 3 n 

With the last words on his lips, Josiah entered 
Chillingham Cottage, and prepared himself for the 
interview with his father. 
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CHAPTER X. 



ON THE THRESHOLD OF A BRILLIANT FUTURE. 




^HE library in ChilHngham Cottage was; 
the favourite resort of Patrick Trenchard, 
and in it might be seen all the little 
comforts which a loving daughter's heart could suggest. 

What an amount of freshness and heavenly charm 
can be added to the dreariest room by a display of 
neatness and household order ! 

Look at those fresh-watered flowers arranged so 
neatly in a common blue pitcher! Their fragrance 
meets you as soon as the door is opened, and they 
seem to nod their heads as you lean over the table 
to inhale more closely their delicious perfumes* 

In the window, too, geraniums, calceolarias, fuchsias^ 
and a box of mignonette add their tints to the 
scene. 
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Above the mantel-piece is a large tablet of needle- 
work, enclosed within a walnut frame, from which you 
can read, in letters worked upon a sampler, the 
following texts : — 

" Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
Jaden, and I will give you rest." 

" He hath sent Me to bind up the broken-hearted, 
to proclaim liberty to the captives." 

" Whom have I in Heaven but Thee, and there is 
none upon earth that I desire in comparison, of Thee." 

Even the two penwipers on the desk shew the 
handiwork of the faithful Norah, and blend with the 
Antimacassars in lending tangible tokens of the great 
Jove she cherished for her father, 
. As Patrick Trenchard sat in his easy-chair, shortly 
after Josiah left the garden, he seemed to be ex- 
pecting his son to wait upon him, as every now and 
then he cast an anxious! look towards the door. 

Before Josiah had given one rap on the panel, he 
shouted, "Come in," and turned towards his son 
-with a forced smile. 

As I have before mentioned, Josiah Trenchard was 
twentyrtwo years of age, but as he stood before his 
father, with the autumn sun playing with his chestnut 
ctifls, he did not look more than eighteen. He was 
•of medium height, and a fresh-coloured complexion, 
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with blue eyes and a row of splendid teeth, added a 
pleasant contour to an oval and intelligent counten- 
ance. 

- "I havfe come* to see you, father," said. Josiah, 
"about the English tour. I am ready to start any 
time/* 

This was said by young Trenchard in a light- 
hearted manner, and he purposely avoided his father's 
gaze, as the latter said earnestly : — 

u And I wanted to have some serious conversation 
with you before you again visit England. I have a 
commission for you to undertake, and a duty to 
perform, which ought to have been entrusted to your 
brother Larry ; but as he may never return from the 
Crimea, it devolves upon you. Pray take a seat, arid 
let us come to an understanding." 
■. Josiah mechanically sat down, and mentally endea- 
voured to solve the meaning of his father's words as 
he continued, in a serious tone : — 

"What is it you propose to do, or rather what has 
been suggested by your master, as I shall still call 
him ? Without a plan or distinct object in life, you 
cannot expect to get on." 

• "Mr. Cassidy wants me to go single-handed to 
London," replied Josiah, " carrying only my port- 
manteau, with necessary change of linen, and two 
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or three commentaries on civil and criminal juris- 
prudence. He will give me letters of introduction to 
three leading barristers who plead in the North and 
Midland Circuits, and they will put me in com- 
munication with junior counsel ; and I shall then be 
enabled to visit a great many Assize Courts, and 
hear the law discussed and evidence sifted pro and 
con, which Mr. Cassidy considers would very much 
increase my vocabulary and make my phraseology 
more perfect in style, which is indispensable to a 
good pleader; and I only await your sanction and 
the necessary funds for the expedition." 

"And how much do you consider sufficient to 
cover the expenses of your journey?" queried Mr. 
Trenchard, in an abrupt tone. 

"At least one hundred pounds," answered Josiah. 

"If I was to give you a cheque for this sum, 
Josiah," said Mr. Trenchard, wheeling his chair so 
that his back was turned to the window and he 
faced his son, who looked up at the word " cheque," 
"could you manage to keep a debit and credit ac* 
count shewing the disbursements, and thereby proving 
to me, on your return, that the money was really 
used to gain the necessary adjuncts to your learning, 
elocution! and firmness. You must remember I have 
already advanced you five hundred pounds since Dr. 
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Hewitt considered you perfect as a scholar when you 
left Chiven College." 

The face of Josiah Trenchard flushed crimson as he 
caught the eye of his father. 

This was a question he had not anticipated, and an 
awkward pause was broken by the stern voice of Mr, 
Trenchard, who continued :— * 

"You may well pause for an answer, and I hasten 
to prevent you framing a falsehood, or painting the 
same by a worldly equivocation, which is tantamount 
to a lie. .Josiah Trenchard, at the age of seven I laid 
you across my knee and caned you for an act of 
boyish knavery, and even now I claim a father's right 
to check your foolish career, and stop your favourite 
pastimes ere they lead you into further sin and 
disgrace* It was this feeling that led me to open the 
letter from Peter Wyb— " 

" Hold, sir ! " cried Josiah, starting to his feet, as if 
shot " You did not so far dishonour yourself as to 
become a spy on my actions ? " 

"A spy on your actions 1" replied Mr. Trenchard, 
with a sneer and bitter laugh. "Sit down, sir, and 
listen to my words, before I forget myself and use my 
walking-stick instead of advice. I am. your father; 
without me you would starve or become a pauper, or 
worse still, a billiard-marker, sharper, or maybe a 
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thief, I have a right to reclaim you, and prevent the 
expenditure of money which belongs as much to your 
«lder brother Larry and your sister Norah as it does to 
you. It was by the aid of steam that the brain of 
Stephenson first conceived locomotion, and steam 
aided me to open your letter that I might bring about 
your redemption from a life of misery." 

Here Mr. Trenchard paused and looked at Josi&h, 
who sat as if in a trance, and he then continued, in a 
milder tone : — 

" The paltry loan of seventy pounds does not trotfHe 
me so much as the cause which led you to borrow the 
money, and I earnestly ask you to give up your heed- 
less habits before they lead you to perdition. Give up 
drink ; give up the billiard-room ; give up gambling, 
for you are on the threshold of a brilliant future if 
you use your talents aright Remember the great 
thing in life is to have an aim — to have some proper 
object in view — without an object life is not only a 
very dangerous, but a very insipid existence. 

"You have listlessly passed away many hours of 
your precious time in the billiard-saloon, and at other 
public resorts of the gay and foolish. Give them 
up ; gather up the forces of the great nature that is 
within you, and walk with conquering steps over the 
mountain of self-sacrifice, and build up for yourself an 
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honourable reputation, and gather round you noble 
and enterprising spirits. Seek the company of meo 
whose endurance are superior to all rebuffs and all 
hardships, but who constantly glory in doing good* 
I want you to see before you a great and noble end 
to be attained — God's glory to be advanced ; man's, 
happiness and wellbeing to be extended ; the truths 
of science to be ascertained ; the ignorant to be 
enlightened; the depraved to be restored to paths of 
virtue ; the drunkard to be reformed ; and the welfare 
of Ireland by you will be advanced, and she will owe 
you a deep debt of gratitude. 

u As a solicitor, and perhaps in the future a leading 
barrister — according to the ability you have displayed 
in the office of Mr. Cassidy — all these reforms may 
receive your aid, either practically or through the 
medium of the platform and the press, or in published 
works, and how much greater the honour — how much 
more worthy the victories you will have achieved, than 
those for which poor Larry is now fighting in the 
Crimea. The, deeds jof a soldier die with him, but the 
works of a good man remain as monuments to his glory. 

"I have watched your features closely since you 
devoured the contents of the letter received from the 
Jew, and I trust the memory of that epistle will be the 
turning-point in your life. 
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" As you sat in the bower, I studied your face by 
the aid of my field-glass from a favourite vantage 
ground, and I noticed how troubled you seemed at 
the contents, but after you had put away the letter in 
your pocket-book I could fancy you heaved a deep 
sigh, and a father's tact led me to infer you had some 
other youthful folly on your mind — especially when 
tears coursed each other down your cheeks. Is there 
any other scrape or act of foolishness from which you 
want release ? " 

" No, sir," answered Josiah bitterly. 

" Then what caused you to be so affected ? " 

Before replying, Josiah paced up and down the 
library; every word his father had uttered sank 
deeply into his sensitive nature, but suddenly he 
turned round, and with emotion that made his whcle 
frame tremble, he put his hand to his forehead and 
exclaimed, with a sob : — 

" Father, I was thinking of my mother." 

"Boy — Josiah!" cried Patrick Trenchard, starting 
to his feet, "What made you think, do you know 
that " 

The pen he held between his fingers dropped, his 
face assumed a deathly pallor, and before Josiah could 
reach his father, the latter gave a loud gasp, and his 
body fell with a loud thud upon the floor of the library. 
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CHAPTER XL 

SCENES FROM REAL LIFE. 

5T was Saturday night, and the busy town 
of Hawkinstone was alive with traffic 
from the railway station to the large 
ironworks at the north-east end of the outskirts; 
carts and waggons laden with garden produce stood 
in the market ; large four-wheeled vans, heavily laden, 
were being driven from the manufacturing districts 
through the principal thoroughfare; and the High 
Row, covered market, and other business parts of the 
town were almost impassable. 

Here and there a street-singer raised his voice to 
secure a copper from the charitable, but his song was 
almost lost amid the din of the various dealers in fish, 
crockery, fruit, hardware, and pills. 

A physiognomist would not be able to stir without 
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food for reflection; — here a homely pair returning 
home with their week's provender; in front of them a 
young man, seemingly about sixteen, trying to get 
another peep into a brown paper parcel, bearing the 
label of a tailor and draper. 

Hurrying past a group of men in eager discussion, 
and coming towards you, is a thin, pale face, with an 
anxious, searching eye, carried by a woman dressed in 
a faded bonnet and threadbare waterproof, whose 
nervous step betokens this world's hard, relenting 
care. She is no doubt searching for some one. 

Stay! she seizes the arm of a middle-aged man, 
with a child on one arm, and a basket-reticule sus- 
pended from the other. 

"Have you seen our Jack, Mr. Stainthorpe ? " asks 
the anxious-looking woman. 

"Not since we left the works at one- o'clock. Has 
he not been at home ? " said the man addressed, in a 
soothing voice. 

" No ! " the woman answers bitterly, " and it is now 
past five. It is just like him ; he's drinking his senses 
away. Last Saturday I found him at the Jew's Harp 
beerhouse, playing at dominoes with only— but I 
must find him ; poor little Nelly is taken worse." 

And here the woman burst into tears, and hid her 
face within the folds of a cambric handkerchief which 
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had seen better days. A hand is gently laid on her 
shoulder, and baby pulls at her fingers and tries to get 
at her face for a kiss, and the loving voice of Mr. 
Stainthorpe says gently : — 

"Don't fret, Mrs. Bruce, come with me into this 
coffee-house and take charge of our babs ; she knows 
you, Lizzie, and will be quiet. I have an idea where 
Jack is, and I'll find him for you and bring him 
home." 

It is not part of my story to follow Mr. Stainthorpe 
at present. No doubt he found Jack, and no doubt he 
prevented him from spending all his hard-earned 
wages in drink, and thus brought comfort to the Sun- 
day dinner of the Braces, and relieved the illness of 
little Nelly by increasing her happiness. Would there 
were many such fellow-workmen ! 

Let me take another illustration from life, in which 
Teddy Carey made himself a hero of godliness upon 
this particular autumn evening. 

In one of the busy streets of Hawkinstone stood a 
large greengrocer's shop. Neatly arranged in wicker- 
baskets and on green leaves in the window — protected 
by large* squares of plate-glass — were rich yellow 
apricots, peaches that seemed to blush at the approach 
of strangers, bright red nectorines, juicy grapes, and 
melons that looked oppressed with their own weight ; 
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filberts that peeped out of a hazel bower — their cups 
tanned into a brown colour by the autumn sun — 
whilst a luscious odour was emitted from the pines and 
a numerous assortment of rosy-cheeked apples. 

In front of this grand display of fruit stood a tall, 
thin lad, in tattered garments, who could not be more 
than thirteen years of age. After giving expression 
to his amazement and delight by opening his eyes to 
their widest extent and unconsciously whetting his lips, 
he pushed his way into the shop, through many well- 
dressed customers, and stood beside the counter. 

Upon a leaf near his elbow was a beautiful bunch 
of grapes. For a second the boy gazed wistfully at 
them, and then adroitly stretched out his left hand, 
but as quickly withdrew it towards the hole which 
had once opened into a pocket in his trousers. The 
boy then made his way to the other side of the shop. 

The momentary temptation to steal had been 
overcome, and Willie Addison had gained a moral 
victory. 

But the gentleman who owned the grapes had 
noticed the incident, and stood a silent spectator of 
what followed. 

Upon the first opportunity, the boy asked the 
shopkeeper the price of another cluster of the deli- 
cious fruit, to which he pointed. 
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" More than you can give, you young ragamuffin," 
replied the man gruffly ; "so be off, or I'll shift you 
quick." An angry retort was on the boy's lips, but 
Mr. Fryer — the gentleman who was watching — here 
stepped forward and said : — 

"You should not speak so rude to the boy; he 
asked you a civil question, and thus merited a civil 
answer." 

" Bless yer life, sir, if we was to attend to these street 
brats, our time would be taken up answering questions 
and keeping them from picking up damaged fruit, 
or maybe stealing when our backs were turned." 

Mr. Fryer had laid his hand gently on the boy's 
shoulder, and now said kindly : — 

" Why do you want to buy grapes, my boy ? They 
will not satisfy your hunger, and are very expensive." 

"The grapes are not for me, sir," replied Willie in 
a broken voice, "they are for my sister Lilly, who 
is very ill, and asks for grapes; and see, I have 
earned a whole shilling — perhaps you will lay it out 
for me, sir? I would sooner give that chap a ' dig in 
the eye' as speak to him again." 

Mr. Fryer smiled as he looked at the shilling, and 
then requested the shopman to weigh the grapes and 
give them to the boy. Fortunately for Willie Addi- 
son Mr. Fryer was one of those gentlemen who make 
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human nature their study, and form conclusions away 
from the gilded drawing-rooms and carpeted saloons 
of the rich and powerful. 

" Keep your shilling, my boy," he said to Willie, " it 
may be useful to buy something else for your sister 
and yourself; but tell me your name and where you 
live?" 

"Oh, sir, I do so thank you," said Willie eagerly; 
" my sister and me live upstairs, in Bakehouse Yard,. 
and they call me Willie Addison ; " and, darting out 
of the shop, Willie was soon lost in the crowd, with 
the grapes in a paper-bag clutched tightly between 
his fingers. 

The expert manner in which the boy pressed 
through the busy streets could only be attained by 
long practice ; and he was soon entering a dismal and 
wretched-looking locality. 

A dramshop stood at the entrance of Bakehouse 
Yard, within the bar of which might be seen a motley 
group of unshaved, hard-visaged men, and two or 
three women with shawls thrown over their heads. 
Any one who studies human nature could not have 
helped being struck with the sad havoc drink and 
other vices had made upon their features, and it 
would have been difficult even to imagine that these 
uncouth creatures had ever been babies. 
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Willie entered the yard with a shudder, and was 
soon making his way up a rickety pair of stairs. 
Upon reaching the top landing he entered a small 
room, furnished with two old chairs, a stool, and a 
four-legged table; the latter stood beneath a patched 
and miserable-looking window, the framework of 
which supported a scented geranium and calceolaria, 
and their green leaves were the only signs of life in 
the room. 

In a corner, upon some straw and a heap of rags, 
and covered with a patched counterpane of many 
colours, lay all that was left of sister Lilly, who cast 
a furtive and famished glance at the door as the 
well-known step of Willie sounded on the stairs. 

" Look, Lilly dear," said the boy, panting with his 
exertion, as he knelt beside his sister and held up the 
bunch of grapes. a IVe brought all these for you ; 
ain't they whoppers, nearly as big as plums?" and 
breaking one off he put it in her mouth as her head 
rested on his shoulder. 

"How nice, Willie," she said, smiling her thanks. 
4t But how dark it is ; where did you get them ? " 

"A gentleman sent them for you, Lilly, and IVe 
got the shilling left yet." 

It required a great effort to get these words out. 
Willie would have liked to have had all the honour to 
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himself; praising any one else seemed to him like 
dividing her affections with strangers. 

"God must have sent him to find us/' said Lilly, 
after a pause ; " they are so juicy and sweet" 

Here her voice failed and her eyes closed; as she 
fainted in Willie's arms. 

The boy was used to these fainting fits, and soon 
brought some water in an old pitcher from a tap in 
the yard, and bathed her temples and forehead, and 
she revived sufficiently to eat another grape. Willie 
again placed her head affectionately on his shoulder. 

"I feel nice now, Willie, you are so kind;" and 
looking up, Lilly pouted her thin lips, and said faintly, 
" Kiss me, Willie, as mother said we should, and water 
my flowers that she left for us when she died. I 
sometimes hear her voice calling, and see such beau- 
tiful angels ; but how dark it is, I- " 

The eyes did not close this time, although her voice 
was lost in a whisper, but a heavenly smile lit up the 
features of the dying girl, and it was not till the 
weight of her body increased that poor Willie dis- 
covered his sister was dead. 

In vain he called her by name, and brushed the dark 
hair from the forehead, and kissed her cold features 
as he pressed her* hands between his own ; — the soul 
of Lilly had passed into eternity. 
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How long he sat beside the body Willie could 
never remember, the whole of his senses seemed 
paralysed by the suddenness of his great loss ; and 
it was not until the hand of Mr. Fryer shook him 
gently, and breathed words of comfort in his ear, that 
he cried out : — 

* Oh, sir, these are the grapes. She eat some of them 
and blessed you, but they came too late — too late ; "' 
and he threw himself on the floor beside the bc*fyy 
and wept as if his heart would break. 

By this time several neighbours had gathered upon 
the stairs, their attention being drawn to the room of 
the orphans by the presence of Mr. Fryer in the yard 
and the sound of Willie's heartrending sobs. One 
of these was the wife of a labourer who worked for 
Mr. Fryer, and putting a few shillings in her hand he 
pointed to the body and hurriedly left the room, as 
the kind4iearted neighbours took possession of Willie, 
and promised to attend to the corpse of poor Lilly. 

There is a feeling of elasticity given to the heart 
and mind by such deeds as these that only a true 
philanthropist can appreciate. 

Charity is placed by St. Paul above prophecy, the 
sciences, giving of alms, and even those emblems of 
life's progress, faith and hope ; and a feeling of thank- 
fulness pervaded the mind of Mr. Fryer as he hurried 
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towards home, and his very step seemed to denote 
that he had indeed taken up the cross. 

But suddenly he stopped as a gentleman passed 
him dressed in black, with his head averted, as if to 
avoid recognition. The gentleman was carrying a 
portmanteau, and before he had taken many steps 
through the crowd, Mr. Fryer put his hand upon his 
shoulder and said, " Carey, why do you seek to avoid 
me?" 

Our friend Teddy turned round, and eagerly grasped 
the extended hand, but his heart was too full to speak. 

" Come home with me, Carey," continued Mr. Fryer, 
as they both retraced their steps. " I spoke harshly 
to you some time ago — you must forgive me ; but how 
•changed you are. Where have you been during the 
two years you have been absent from Hawkinstone ? 

I cannot help but look at you, had I not known 

But there," and he again shook hands with Carey, 
** let that time pass from your memory ; you are the. 
very man I want to take into my counsels." 

Carey walked silently down Albert Road towards 
Beech House, the residence of Mr. Fryer, but a close 
•observer — by the light of the harvest moon — might 
have noticed a gleam of triumph in his bright blue 
eyes, and a marvellous elasticity given to his ordinary 
quiet movements ; and had any of the gentlemen who 
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had been waited upon the previous evening at the 
Crown Hotel, Harrogate, seen Carey now they could 
not have imagined that he was the quiet unobtrusive 
valet of Reginald Baraclough. 

And well might Teddy feel overjoyed ; every step 
he took was bringing him closer to the dearest object 
he loved on earth — the Looah of his thoughts by day 
and dreams by night ! 

Ever since he left Harrogate at noon he had con- 
trived a thousand plans to bring about a meeting with 
his sweetheart, and now he was beside her father, and 
at his invitation was about to visit Beech House, from 
which he had been spurned two years previously — not 
as a discarded lover, but " as a presumptuous adven- 
turer and low-bred pauper." 

Carey listened eagerly as Mr. Fryer related his 
encounter with Willie Addison, and the subsequent 
scene he had witnessed in Bakehouse Yard. 

" And now, Carey," said Mr. Fryer, as they entered 
the grounds of Beech House, " I want you to return 
to the poor boy. Your knowledge of Hawkinstone 
will enable you to find him suitable clothing and 
comfortable lodgings, and your acquaintance with 
death in all its forms, as the late Dr. Clayton's 
coachman, and the necessary preliminaries to be 
observed in such cases, will enable you to arrange 
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the funeral for Monday afternoon. Accept no alms 
from any one," continued Mr. Fryer, as he took out 
his purse ; " let this act of charity rest between you 
and me as a peace-offering. Religion has taken deep 
root in my heart since I watched your form out of 
this gate two years ago. I judge men by their actions, 
not birth. Here is four sovereigns " 

" Stay, Mr. Fryer," interrupted Carey, putting his 
hand upon the open purse ; " I have saved nearly two 
hundred pounds " — what emphasis Carey put on these 
words ! — " let me pay all the expenses, and then we 
can examine the accounts together, and both share in 
the honour. I knew poor Mrs. Addison ; she used to 
wash for Dr. Clayton after her husband was tran- 
sported, and Willie will recognise me, as he often came 
to the surgery to bring medicine for his mother, and 
the poor lad will be glad to have me near him in this 
great trial." 

" Very well, Carey, let it be so," said Mr. Fryer, in 
a pleased tone; "only be discreet, and let nothing 
prevent you carrying out my wishes. But how long 
are you going to stay in Hawkinstone ? " 

" My master returned to Dublin this morning, and 
has given me a week's leave ; and I shall spend a few 
days with my old acquaintances." 

By this time they had reached the house, and at 
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the entrance-hall were met by the butler, who took 
charge of Carey's portmanteau. 

Mr. Fryer returned with Carey towards the gate, 
and no doubt noticed how earnestly the latter con- 
tinued to look back at the house, as he purposely 
walked in front At last the gate was reached, and 
seizing Mr. Fryer's hand, Carey said, in a tremulous 
voice : — 

" May I see Looah just for a moment? " 

"Not yet, Edward, my boy," answered Mr. Fryer, 
laughing, "you must shew yourself worthy of the 
prize ; but there — don't be a baby, ' faint heart never 
won fair lady. ' " 

Carey smiled his thanks, and was soon lost to 
sight. ' His first visit was to Mr. Pounder, the parish 
doctor, who had fortunately seen Lilly that morning, 
and was enabled to give the necessary certificate of 
death. 

Mr. Isaac Corder, the undertaker, was next called 
upon, and being an old friend, he at once accom- 
panied Carey to Bakehouse Yard, and took charge 
of the room in which Lilly had been laid out. 

The four-legged table had been improvised as a 
stretching board; a white sheet was neatly pinned 
to the wall, and her favourite plants — one at the 
head and the other at the feet — added much to the 
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appearance of the poor girl, who looked beautiful 
even in death, and made a great impression on the 
mind of Carey, as he kissed her cold features, and 
placed a nosegay of flowers on her breast. 

Little Willie here entered the room, and instantly 
recognising Carey, with a great cry threw his arms 
around him and clung to his hand, which he kissed 
repeatedly. 

The poor boy needed a comforter, and as the 
practised eye of Mr. Corder took in the dimensions 
for the coffin, Mrs. Kelly gently replaced the napkin 
over the face of the dead child. 

At this moment a voice broke the stillness of the 
room. "Teddy, dear Teddy," it said, as an arm 
encircled that gentleman's neck. 

The voice was the voice of Looah ; and Carey had 
received part of the reward which is sure to be meted 
out to those who live by faith. 

Raphael could not have had a more interesting 
group for a picture than this scene from real life. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE SEALED PACKET. 




HAVE come many miles by sea and land 
to obtain an interview with you, Lord* 
Snarcliffe, and I beg you will not put 
me off; my very existence depends upon your support, 
and the happiness of those most dear to me are at 
stake." 

These words were uttered about the same time that 
Teddy Carey was talking to Mr. Fryer on the lawn of 
Beech House. 

The speaker was Josiah Trenchard, who had met 
Lord Snarcliffe at the lodge gate of Abbey Grange 
The harvest moon shewed his lordship a pale and 
anxious face, that seemed to have aged considerably 
since we left him the day previous in the library of his 
father's house at Chillingham. 
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The swoon or sudden attack of illness which had 
deprived Mr. Trenchard of his senses was overcome 
at last by the aid of burnt feathers and cold water, 
applied amidst great excitement, by the loving hand of 
Norah and the more experienced Dolly. 

It was not long before Mr. Trenchard shewed signs 
of recovery as he clutched at his heart and gasped for 
breath, and was enabled to reach his own room, where 
he undressed; and although his hand trembled visibly, 
he managed to fill a wine-glass with a powerful opiate, 
after drinking which he got into bed, and rung the 
bell for Josiah, who entered the room shortly after- 
# wards. 

"Before your return from London," said Mr. 
Trenchard, " I made up my mind to trust you with 
the secret of my life, and my sudden attack of paralysis 
has now strengthened my desire. I need not ask if 
you gleaned any information respecting your mother 
in England?" 

"No, father; I always understood she was dead. 
While I remained in my teens I may not have felt a 
desire to know about her existence, or whether she 
was rescued at sea or not, feeling assured the subject 
might pain you ; but as I am now entering life, this 
folly of mine has drawn from me the natural sympathy 
of a son towards the memory of one who must have 
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been dear to you, or you could not have become so 
affected at my avowal." 

Mr. Trenchard heaved a deep sigh of relief as he 
pointed to a small writing-desk which stood upon a 
chest of drawers, and asked Josiah to take it down ; 
and procuring a bunch of keys from a recess at the 
head of the bed, he opened the desk and produced 
a sealed packet, which he handed to his son, and said 
earnestly : — 

" Within this you have a short history of two or three 
important events in my life, as well as my written 
instructions. Do not open the packet until you reach 
Liverpool ; from it you will find that my life and my 
liberty depend upon your discretion in pursuing the 
search for your dear mother. Trust no one without my 
consent, and* above all, do not be rash ; surely you will 
have observed, as a lawyer's clerk, the necessity of 
caution, and let that feeling pervade all your actions. 
I trust I said sufficient to you in the library to warn 
you of the heedless life you have led. Here is £170" 
continued Mr. Trenchard, as he took from a secret 
drawer a roll of bank notes ; " when you arrive in Dublin, 
send a banker's draft to Peter Wybeck Gallewski the 
Jew, and any communication you have to make with 
me when you are away, enclose it under cover to my 
bankers — and may God bless your endeavours." 
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Josiah secured the packet and the money about his 
person, and embracing his father affectionately, left 
the room; and after packing up his portmanteau, 
prepared to take leave of his sister. 

Norah was aware that Josiah purposed revisiting 
England ; but the suddenness of his departure and 
the illness of her father caused her to become anxious 
and perplexed, and the thought that something un- 
usual had occurred made her mind much agitated, as 
she noticed the face of Josiah belied the encouraging 
words he uttered. 

At last they stood upon the lawn to bid each other 
good-bye ; and as Josiah pressed her to his breast and 
kissed her pale cheeks, she wept bitterly. 

Upon arriving at Liverpool Josiah proceeded to an 
hotel, but the packet was not opened by him until he 
had retired to rest. He then locked the room door, 
and seating himself beside the dressing-table, he opened 
the packet and read the following eventful narrative, 
which was headed : — 

" To my eldest son Larry Trenchard, or in case of 
death, to be given to Josiah, my second son, for 
the mutual interests of them both, or their surviving 
children, and for the equal benefit of my affectionate 
daughter Norah, the following is written. 

"This document must not only be considered a 
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short outline of the chances and changes of my past 
life, but also my last wishes, and consequently my wilt 
and testament, 

" It cannot have occurred to your youthful minds 
that you are the children of any one but the plain 
Patrick Trenchard, and it seems hard to me to awaken 
any other feeling in your breasts, our lives in the 
happy and peaceful home at Chillingham having 
hitherto been passed in greater repose than your 
proud and anxious father may have deserved ; yet 
the truth must be told, that you may at any rate 
inherit the honourable name and title of your grand- 
father, and may effect a reconciliation with your dear 
mother and her relations, should the former be still 
alive. 

"I am the only surviving son of the late Brian 
O'Shausney, after whom I was called, and who died 
Duke of Cloughan, and your mother was the lovely 
Ethel Snarcliffe, only daughter of Lord Snarcliffe, of 
Abbey Grange, Yorkshire. But, alas ! for our youthful 
dream of love — folly some call it. But I treasure the 
plighted troth of my beloved Ethel, and revere the 
memory of her strong and ardent affection, even now 
in my old age. 

"It was her love that brooked a father's anger, 

laughed at the rebuffs and wishes of her eldest brother, 

10 
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carried her across the seas to the neighbourhood of 
Botany Bay, and found means for me to escape my 
gaolers, although it made me an exile* from Ireland, 
and a returned convict without leave. 

"The seclusion in which I have lived has certainly 
been cheered by your dear faces; but out of the 
neighbourhood of Chillingham the sight of a con- 
stable, or the sudden appearance of a stranger at my 
side,; has often unnerved me, as I might have been dis- 
covered, and made to serve out the term of my 
imprisonment Is not this declaration a great trust I 
am placing in you^ iny son, should this fall into your 
hands before I die? Your father's liberty is at .Stake, 
and as you value my life so you must value my 
security. 

" When your mother joined me at Sydney, New 
South Wales, after my escape, we secured a safe 
passage to Valparaiso, where; I commenced business as 
a broker and- commercial agent, and remained long 
enough to save three thousand pounds. This money I 
invested with my bankers, and upon the interest and 
principal of which I have managed to brinig you up 
respectably ; and, with God's blessing, you have all 
three shewn that you loved me, and may this docu- 
ment never bewray that feeling. 
« "Now, as to your mother. We sailed from Val- 
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paraiso in 1837. You were both very young, and 
Norah a baby in arms. The ship was called the 
Scorpion — Captain Modral. All went well till we 
sighted Cape Horn, when a fearful storm overtook 
us. Every moment the gale increased, and the sea 
rose higher and higher ; six strong men were at the 
helm, but then with difficulty could the ship be 
steered. The sails were closely furled, with the 
exception of a small foretop sail, and away the stout 
ship flew — now dipping into one sea, the foaming 
crest of which came rushing over the deck, now rising 
on the summit of another. 

" The wind, which at first came from the north-east, 
now shifted suddenly round, greatly increasing the 
height of the sea, and fearfully straining the labouring 
vessel. Long before night came on we lost sight of 
land, and never can I forget the tortures of those 
fearful hours. The rain came down in torrents, 
but our brave captain never left the deck ; flashes 
of lightning occasionally lit up the scene, but only 
displayed the pallid faces of the cr$w and two or 
three stout-hearted passengers, who awaited with 
awe-3truck faces the doom which seemed inevitable. 
• . * I seem even now to hear the sweet, plaintive voice 
of your dear mother, cheering the lady passengers 
with all' the eloquence of one who is inspired from 
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above, with that calm serenity in which a Christian 
meets the hour of death, or when the tempests 
rage and disturb the even tenour of our earthly 
pilgrimage. 

"Thus the night passed, but the morning light 
brought with it fresh dangers. The carpenter who 
had been below to sound tHe well, returned on deck, 
and exclaimed, s We have sprung a leak/ The excite- 
ment now became intense, but the captain, with great 
self-command, stood on the poop, and in a stentorian 
voice ordered the pumps to be manned ; and many 
ready helpers attended to his orders, whilst others 
rushed below with the captain, and using every avail- 
able article, endeavoured to stop the leak. 

" A day and night thus passed, but the water in the 
hold did not subside — barrels and merchandise of all 
sorts were sacrificed to lighten the ship, but all of no 
avail, and the boats were provisioned and lowered 
over the side as a last resort to save the lives of those 
on board. And now came a harrowing scene, as the 
captain strictly enforced an order that the women 
should be first lowered into the lifeboat — wives were 
torn from their husbands, sisters from brothers, and 
amongst the former was, of course, your dear mother ; 
and although the last to be put over the side, she 
maintained the Heavenly calmness that had charac- 
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terised her during the storm. But on finding that 
Dolly, our nurse, with baby Norah, was not in the 
boat, she uttered a lamentable cry, but the boat was 
already almost too full, and had left the side of the 
vessel, whilst Dolly, kneeling on the deck, lifted her 
hands to Heaven and promised to save baby and the 
two boys ; and as your mother looked towards us I 
saw she had faith in me and the half-caste. I have 
never seen my dear Ethel since. 

" Our boat was next filled with Dolly, baby Norah, 
you two boys, myself, and seventeen others ; it was 
called the long-boat, or Jolly boat, as the sailors 
termed it. We had not left the Scorpion many 
minutes before she sank head foremost 

"It was now about four o'clock, and the boats 
sighted each other for an hour or two, but a heavy 
gale springing up in the night were separated, and in 
the morning we found ourselves alone upon the ocean* 
To describe to you the scenes on board that boat 
during the next eight days is beyond my power, and 
had it not been for the strong frame and wonderful 
endurance of Dolly, neither of you two boys, or baby 
Norah would have been saved ; only us and six others 
were left when picked up by a North American 
whaler bound for Mexico and the islands beyond. 

"I need not here relate how they impressed us 
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into their service, and otherwise took us out of our 
latitude, until it was two years before we could manage 
to land in Dublin and settle down at Chillingham. 
Still maintaining the name of Trenchard, which I 
adopted at Sydney, my altered appearance made it 
impossible that I should be identified. 

" A confidential friend — since dead — endeavoured 
to find some trace of your mother or the missing boat 
by personal inquiries and other means. At Abbey 
Grange he met with a stern repulse, and when I tell 
you that my banishment so cruelly made into penal 
servitude was caused by killing your uncle Captain 
Snarcliffe in a duel during the Peninsular war, you 
may judge I -could not stir in the matter without 
great risk. 

" I now leave all the clues I possess in your hands. 
My father died repenting his harshness to me, and my 
sister is married to Lord Roach, who is trustee under 
your grandfather's will, and of course the title and 
what remain? of the estate left by him belongs to me, 
and at my death to Larry ; and now at my request I 
wish to be divided ajnongst you my children. The 
same request applies to the money in the hands of 
my bankers, and the furniture and other effects at 
Chillingham. 

"My dear wife Ethel took a small portmanteau 
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fvith her which contains our marriage certificate and 
other docqments, but should any difficulty arise as to- 
your identity, communicate at once with RandaL 
Ragan, Esq., of the firm of Ragan & Mullin, solicitors, 
Dublin, who acted for my late father. 

" If you Larry, or you Josiah, obtsun possession of 
this document before I die, change your' names when 
you commence to search for your mother. Something 
tells me that your mother is still living, but as I have 
an enemy in her father, you cannot be too careful, as 
they may have tidings of your birth, and thus form 
conclusions, and watch you to get at me. Reward the 
faithful Dolly. Now I leave you with my blessing, 
and trust I may see cause to give you this document 
before I die; and may God bless you both, is the 
prayer of your affectionate father, 

" Brian O'Shausney, alias Patrick Trenchard,. 

Duke of Cloughan, : The Poor Refugee." 

It was some time before Josiah could repress the 
agitation which the wonderful revelations of his father 
had produced ; it seemed to change the whole tenour 
of his life, as he read and re-read the written state- 
ment of his father, and he seemed to have a vacant 
desire for something that was not of this world. 

At last he became more calm, and with clasped 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



152 Buried in Secret. 



Tiands he knelt beside the chair upon which he had 
foeen sitting, and prayed long and earnestly, 

Josiah had requested to be called at eight the follow- 
ing morning, but long before that hour he was dressed 
and pacing the handsomely furnished breakfast apart- 
ment of the hotel. He seemed to have added ten years 
to his life during the past twenty-four hours, but a close 
observer might have noticed that a self-congratulated 
smile ever and anon passed over his handsome features. 

Gordon Dwyer had met Josiah in Dublin as he was 
passing through the busy thoroughfare of Great Sack- 
ville Street, and shortly after he had posted the draft 
to Gallewski the Jew. 

Mr. Dwyer was a lawyer's clerk, and like many 
•more that move in the same grade of society, was a 
little "fast." 

But all the persuasive powers of the volatile Dwyer 
could not bring Josiah into a restaurant, which, as 
usual, would have ended in a game at billiards. 

" I have important business in England," said Josiah, 
m and must arrange to be on board the mail boat at 
once," adding, in Dwyer's favourite Latin, " Non sum 
qUalis eram, aluid mihi est agendum," "to which his 
friend replied in good French : — 

" Courage sans peur, coute qui coute, Dieu defend 
•de droit " — and thus they parted. 
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It was the latter words which seemed to fix them- 
selves on the mind of Josiah as he recalled the 
interview. 

It might have been the earnest tone in which they 
were uttered, the slight pressure of Gordon Dwyer's 
hand, or the fact that Latin and French were only 
used by the two friends when any secret communica- 
tion was required in the billiard-room, or other private 
resorts, in which plain English would not have suited. 

Certain it was that the sentence was being con- 
stantly repeated by Josiah as he hurriedly paced 
the capacious breakfast room — "Courage without 
fear," he muttered to himself; " let it cost what it 
may, God defends the right" 

u Surely Dwyer must be prophetic, or something in 
my demeanour must have impressed him with a 
foreboding that my journey to England is more 
important than a search after knowledge. 

"I made a good commencement yesterday in 
Dublin, but now I have other and more important 
incentives to abstain from excess ; I must find my 
mother. I must clear my father's name, and enable 
him to give up the seclusion of Chillingham, and 
claim his rights, and then " 

Josiah here paused and clasped his hands, and 
with a pale and agitated face he continued his reverie, 
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and the visionary castles in the air seemed too much 
like a scene from fairyland., 

"His father Duke of Cloughan, brother Larry 
wearing the Victoria Cross, and the rank of Captain, 
Major, or Colonel, earned with his regiment in the 
Crimea ; himself, young Master O'Shausney, sister 
Norah, the beautiful daughter of a duke, and all 
descended from an English peer, on his mother's 
side ; the tenantry shouting their welcome to the old 
castle, the bells ringing, Reginald Baraclough 
walking with " 

Here the door was opened by a servant with break- 
fast, and his youthful dreams were cut short 

It was perhaps as well that Josiah did not see the 
trials and sad disasters that were hanging over his 
peaceful home in Chillihgham. 

After breakfast, Josiah consulted a Bradshaw f and 
before he reached Harrogate, on his road to Castlg 
Abbey, he had determined to assume the name of 
his friend Gordon Dwyer, and style himself a tourist, 
or travelling artist 

In the evening he was safely ensconced, in the 
^lpspitable Fox and Hounds of Bart Lowe, and 
shortly afterwards accosted Lord Snarcliffe in the 
opening words of this chapter. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

MUTUAL SYMPATHY. 

*HQSE of my readers who have never spent 
a Sabbath day in one of our rural villages, 
and joined in the morning or evening 
prayers of a parish church in the country, have missed 
one of the greatest treats provided by the blessings of 
Christianity. 

The works of Nature inspire godliness. Who can 
look upon the varied tihtsof autumn — the standing corn 
blown gfently by the wind, the fruit-trees partly shorn 
of their wonderful and varied produce — without feeling 
the inspiration awakened by the beautiful parable of 
our Lord, a A sower went forth to sow;" and the 
solemnity of its heavenly antithesis, "The harvest is 
the end of the world." 

The particular Sunday morning of our story which 
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found Colonel Bryson,his daughter, and Mrs.McFarlane 
at the castle of Sir Henry Heugh was unusually fine ; 
the air was mild and balmy ; the flowers, refreshed by 
the dew, were opening* their petals with renewed 
vigour under the influence of the newly-risen sun, and 
were sending forth a rich perfume. 

The rooks lingered in the rookery, or scattered 
themselves in the neighbouring fields in search of food, 
and as they passed, received a kindly wish from the 
gallant colonel, who was making his way to Dingle 
Hollow Farm. 

Early rising was a treat to Mr. Bryson. The lark, as 
he rose from the green sward, aroused within his 
breast a hymn of praise, and even the hawk, hovering 
in mid-air over his prey, caused him to hope that if 
the bird must needs kill a field-mouse to satisfy his 
hunger, he would do it as expeditiously as possible, 
and not prolong the torture of his victim. 

Although seven o'clock had just sounded from the 
steeple of Castle Abbey Church, a pensive light was 
shed over the landscape. 

It was a lovely but solitary scene, and no sound but 
the cawing of the rooks, the song of the lark, and 
other small birds fell on the ear of the Colonel as he 
entered the last field which separated Dingle Hollow 
from the wide domain of Sir Henry Heugh, and the 
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roof of the farmstead could be seen through the inter- 
twining branches of the trees that formed part of 
Dingle Wood, 

Upon the outskirts numerous rabbits were nibbling 
the green herbage, but darted out of sight as they 
caught a glimpse of the early pedestrian. 

As the Colonel stood upon the stile leading into 
the wood, and contemplated with rapture the lovely 
dell through which he had to pass, he was startled by a 
suppressed groan, and hurriedly jumping from the 
stile, he had not gone many paces when he again 
heard the sound of sobbing, as if from some one in 
great anguish,, and on passing a thicket formed of 
brambles, and a large hawthorn bush, he noticed a 
young man sitting on the root of a tree, with his 
elbows resting on his knees, whilst a silk handkerchief 
was being pressed with tremulous fingers to his face to 
hide his grief, as he sobbed convulsively and gasped 
for breath. 

Colonel Bryson in an instant placed his hand upon 
the young man's shoulder, and the latter started to his 
feet with a look of alarm. 

"Do not be offended at me thus accosting you," 
hastily said the Colonel, in tones of assurance ; " in 
your appearance I notice a gentleman. I have na 
right to inquire into the cause of your grief; my 
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name is Bryson — Colonel Bryson — and my experience 
of the world leads me to sympathise with sorrow, 
which I can perceive must be great to thus unman 
you." 

" Thanks, kind sir ; I no doubt deserve your pity, 
and maybe your sympathy. I sought a place un- 
known to me in my grief, and am sorry the seclu- 
sion has thus been interrupted/ 1 replied Josiah, for he 
it was who had hurried from the grave of his mother 
upon hearing the circumstances connected with her 
funeral, already known to my readers. 

Although Lord Snarcliffe was unable to furnish 
any information further than that the vault in which 
she lay was near the headstone bearing the inscription 
fromMalachi, it was sufficient to convince Josiah that 
his mother had died without a reconciliation with her 
father, add that he might count upon no opposition 
to his father's acquittal from her brother. 

In fact Lord Snarcliffe was so interested in the 
travelling artist, that he insisted upon Josiah staying 
all night at the Grange, and a groom was despatched 
to the Fox and Hounds to inform the astonished 
Bart Lowe that "Mr. Dwyer" would not trouble the 
inn until the following morning. 

At daybreak the heart-broken youth hurried to his 
mother's grave in the churchyard, and wandered from 
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it in a state of semi-unconsciousness to the shades of 
Dingle Wood. 

The tone in which Josiah spoke was tinged with 
bitterness. He saw before him," as he supposed, a 
lord of some manor, a country squire, or perhaps one 
of the aristocracy ; and it was to the pride and un- 
fatherly conduct of one of these he . attributed the 
death of his mother. AH the amends that her brother 
— the present owner of Abbey Grange— might make, 
could not bring her back to life, or blot from his 
memory the one great sin of his grandfather in re- 
fusing her a place in the farriily vault. 

Thoughts such as these passed through the mind of 
Josiah as he scanned die broad and pleasant features 
of the Colonel, now wearing a puzzled expression. 

"I see you are a stranger to Castle Abbey," resumed 
the Cokmel kindly;" and when I tell you I am 
visiting Sir Henry Heugh, and was never here before, 
you may f>ut me: down in the. same category. A 
young farmer, who lives at the other side of this wppd 
with his mother, rendered me valuable assistance the 
other day in stopping my carriage horsfc Which had 
bolted', azttM'ain now* about to pay a: promised visit 
to his mother, in order to prevail upon her to' let him 
give up the Sow arid unprofitable pursuit of farming, 
&nd come with me into the North, or tal*e a commis- 
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sion in the army, and I presume this is the nearest 
route from the castle. Something in your face recalls 
the days of my youth, and I should like. to have 
your card ; but I suppose we must part as strangers — > 
and yet " 

" I never carry a card except on business," inter- 
rupted Josiah. " I left Ireland on Friday upon 
pleasure, or rather," he continued, trembling violently, 
" my journey to England was a mixture of important 
commissions, and a sketching expedition." 

"Then I am to understand that you are an Irish- 
man ? " exclaimed the Colonel. 

" Yes, sir," answered Josiah eagerly, as he noticed 
the warmth of feeling which pervaded the Colonel's 
words. 

"I have been in Ireland; in fact I have had a 
Belfast gentleman visiting me at Harrogate. His 
father is a linen manufacturer, and lives at Spigot 
Lodge, near Belfast. I spent last Christmas under 
their hospitable roof." 

"Surely you don't mean Reginald Baraclough?" 
said Josiah in amazement 

"The very man," exclaimed the Colonel; "he is 
engaged to my daughter Meggie." 

"Engaged to your daughter Meggie?" ejaculated 
Josiah in a dreamy sort of manner; "you must 
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be mistaken. I understood he had formed no matri- 
monial intentions, but " 

" Out with it/' said the Colonel, laughing, as Josiah 
checked himself and commenced pulling some leaves 
from a neighbouring bush. 

"Give me your hand; if you know Reggy you 
know me. Come, cheer up, what's your name ? " 

" Gordon Dwyer," muttered Josiah, with a blush. 

" Cheer up, Mr. Dwyer. Come with me to Dingle 

Hollow, and tell me your troubles. I'll warrant if Dame 

Patchett is as goodnatured as her son, she will dry 

your tears, and drown your grief fn a bowl of new 

milk. Sorrow gets worse the more you brood over it,'* 

continued the Colonel, as he linked the arm of Josiah 

within his own, and they walked through the shady 

wood. " When I buried my dear partner, more than 

twenty years ago, I thought I should never recover 

my wonted peace of mind ; but, Mr. Dwyer, she was a 

saint Heaven opened its gates for Emma Bryson : 

she has gone but a short time before. That's what I 

call consolation, Mr. Dwyer, a balm for the fathejv 

less, the widow, the orphan, or the stricken-hearted. I 

have her counterpart in my daughter Meggie, and she 

cheers the lonely heart of her old father, and fills up 

the void." 

" Now, for instance, if your grief is caused by the 

II 
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loss of a near relation — say your mother — look how 
happy you will be made if you have a sister left to 
•care for, and if not a sister, perhaps a father to love 
and honour, a brother to look up to or look after. 
These are all family links interwoven in the chain 
'which binds together the members of a household, 
the rank and file of an army, the constitution of a 
nation, the individual sympathies of human beings 
— and in the end those who fight the good fight of 
faith are received in the blessed Mansions prepared 
for the elect, where all are eternally united to part no 
more." 

The Colonel here paused, and looked at Josiah with 
:a countenance illuminated with his enthusiasm, and 
the effects of his words were plainly visible in the 
•serenity which had calmed the inward tempest of 
Josiah's breast 

But as they left the wood and entered the garden 
which skirted the front of Dingle Hollow Farm, 
thoughts of sister Norah, and the words of the Colonel 
respecting the engagement of Reginald Baraclough, 
came uppermost in his mind, and added another pang 
to his wounded spirit 

As Colonel Bryson and Josiah emerged from the 
•shade of Dingle Wood, Mrs. McFarlane and Miss 
JBryson were standing by the grave of the lost Ethel 
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in the churchyard of Castle Abbey — the former 
animated with pleasant recollections of her departed 
friend, who had left this vale of tears with a smile 
that heralded the near approach of eternal felicity— 
and the latter unable to suppress the grief which had 
lain so long dormant since she stood beside the grave 
of her playmate, little Agnes Fenbowe. 

There are many interesting events in this changeful 
life of ours which might surprise even a reflective and 
thoughtful mind, and none more so than those arising 
from mutual sympathy. "The poor help the poor," 
and God knows how true this proverb is worked out 
in everyday life. 

In the time of poverty, caused by the depression of 
trade, when hard-working artisans and labourers are 
reduced to the verge of starvation through no fault of 
their own, there are to be found in the same street, the 
same back alley, or the same dingy court, some kind 
neighbour who endeavours to spare a loaf, and another 
a few coals, to renew the wasted form and rekindle a 
fire in the grate of the deserted hearth; or should 
sickness visit the humble abodes of the poor, their 
greatest friends are to be found in the ready help 
extended by their suffering neighbours; and it was 
due to this mutual sympathy that these two friends 
stood beside Ethel O'Shausney's grave. 
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The greatest bond of sympathy is formed by the 
hand of death. Although Miss Bryson had not known 
the friend of Mrs. McFarlane, and was not aware of 
the secrets which had been disclosed at her death, she 
felt that some bond of Jove must exist, as the latter 
placed around the cross, which marked the grave, 
beautiful immortelles and other flowers. 

There is a touch of this sentiment in the lines of 
Wordsworth when he says : — 

"We die, my friends, 

Nor we alone, but that which man loved, 
Or prized, in his peculiar nook of earth, 
Dies with him, or is changed ; and very soon. 
Even of the good, is no memorial left. 
The poets in their elegies and songs, 
Lamenting the departed, call the groves, 
They call upon the hills and streams to mourn, 
And senseless rocks ; nor idly, for they speak, 
In these their invocations, with a voice 
Obedient to the strong creative power 
Of human passion. Beside yon spring I stood, 
And eyed its waters till we seemed to feel 
One sadness ; they and I. For them a bond 
Of brotherhood is broken ; time has been, 
When every day the touch of human hand 
Dislodged the natural sleep that binds them up 
In mortal stillness, and they ministered 
To human comfort 
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Upon the slimy footstone I espied 

The useless fragment of a wooden bowl, 

Green with the moss of years, and subject only 

To the soft handling of the elements. 

There let it lie ! how foolish are such thoughts ; 

Forget them. Nor did my steps 

Approach the door, but she who dwelt within 

A daughter's welcome gave me, 

And I loved her as my own child. 

O sir 1 the good die first, 
And they whose hearts are dry as summer's dust 
Burn to the socket. Many a passenger 
Had blest poor Margaret for her gentle looks, 
When she upheld the cool refreshment drawn 
From that forsaken spring ; and no one came 
But he was welcome ; no one went away 
But that it seemed she loved him. She is dead ! 
The light extinguished of her lonely hut — 
The hut itself abandoned to decay, 
And she forgotten in the quiet grave ! " 

As the two friends stood contemplating the last 
resting-place of poor Ethel, a footstep behind them 
broke the stillness of the morning air, and they saw 
a gentleman coming towards them who seemed more 
than ordinarily interested in their, presence, as he 
advanced towards the grave. 

The gentleman was Lord Snarcliffe. 
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ADAM BOLGER. 




'HE city of Dublin, at the time I write, 
was a sad mixture of wealth and poverty, 
from outside appearances. 

Extensive buildings of modern architecture reared 
their stately heads in close proximity to wretched and 
miserable hovels. From Great Sackville Street to the 
suburbs the contrast was everywhere visible. 

In one of the lonely and miserable looking streets, 
which has since been converted into fashionable dwel- 
lings, was a house divided into tenements. On the 
ground-floor front, the parlour was utilised as a sitting- 
room and sleeping apartment by a man who looked 
about forty years of age. 

The moderate rent he paid for this room, which 
boasted of a neat centre-table, an old-fashioned arm- 
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chair and four hair-seated chairs, cheffonier bed, 
corner cupboard, neatly covered sofa,, and a faded 
drugget, accorded with the appearance of the tenant- 
Like the furniture, he had seen better days* 

Sunday morning with him was a treat. It was the 
beginning of a day of rest in its entirety, and as 
strictly carried out The green shutter seldom gained 
its liberty from the hasp before half-past nine, and if 
its velocity was increased by an ill-natured push, woe 
to any one passing at the time. 

As a substitute for a blind, or a protection against 
burglars, the shutter was indispensable in the former 
capacity, and was thus used in order that the light 
might not affect the dosing occupant of the cheffonier, 
whose face might have been seen from the outside by 
any one peeping over the muslin window curtain. 

Mrs. Garrity the landlady took in the milk, received 
the morning letters, and answered inquiries from the 
window at the back of the house ; and as the stairs 
which led to the tapper storey ascended from' the 
kitchen — of which this window formed an agreeable 
apertu*e~respectable front room lodgers were assured 
that "the parlour was prettily situated, recaved the 
morning sun, and was strictly sacluded, at the moderate 
rint of two-and*sixpence wakely, with attindance,.ia 
advance." - . » / 
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Adam Bolger — that was the name of the tenant 
-who had enjoyed this quiet seclusion for some months ; 
and as he extended himself in the cheffonier bed, on 
the particular Sunday morning of my story, he was 
studying how he should spend the day to the best 
advantage. 

In trying to introduce Adam Bolger to my readers, 
I must take an author's privilege, and copy the follow- 
ing from the Police Gazette, which is dated a few years 
previous to the particular Sunday we find him in 
Dublin : — 

"Remanded to the county gaol from Hawkinstone Petty 
-Sessions, on a charge of embezzlement, Frank Addison, twenty- 
six years of age, 5 ft 11 in. high, feir complexion, dark-brown 
liair, hazel eyes, small scar on forehead, prominent nose, 
proportionate build, oval face, slight moustache, whiskers 
shaved off. 

"Dressed in high black hat, grey overcoat, diagonal frock- 
coat and vest to match, grey tweed trousers, elastic-side 
boots, with cloth uppers. 

" He is well educated, speaks French, and has for some time 
acted as cashier for Messrs. Rollin & Saunders, railway con- 
tractors, Hawkinstone, but states he is a lawyer's clerk, and a 
native of Cheltenham. 

" Bow Street^ /£—.» 

Such is the dark page in the life of Adam Bolger, 
-whose sin at last found him out, and for which 
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he had been sentenced to five years' penal servitude. 
Fain would he, with the change of name, have blotted 
out the remembrance of Frank Addison when he 
emerged from the gloomy walls of the convict prison 
on a ticket-of-leave, which had remitted a moiety of 
the last two years of his imprisonment 

Instead of relying upon the mercy of Him who can 
alone give a stimulus to the diseased mind, renew the 
drooping spirit, and make the world feel that a 
repentant sinner is a mark of His special favour, the 
self-christened Frank Addison sought for change and 
refreshment, to appease his painful thoughts, amongst 
companions where he was not ashamed to shew his 
face as Adam Bolger — nay, even among whom he 
was respected and treated with a certain mixture of 
admiration, for which he was no doubt indebted to his 
pleasing manners and higher education. 

These companions consisted of dissolute fathers of 
families, idle clerks, bankrupt tradespeople, and dis- 
charged government officials, who each sought in the 
misery and disgrace of the others mutual consolation 
for their wounded feelings. 

At last he became tired of an inactive and useless 
mode of living upon others, and the day after the 
funeral of the Duke of Wellington he left London 
and returned with several enthusiasts to Dublin. 
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I need not remind my readers that Adam Bolger, 
alias Frank Addison, was the father of poor Lilly, 
whose corpse awaited the funeral obsequies in Bake- 
house Yard, Hawkinstone. 

The mother of Willie Addison and his sister Lilly 
made the acquaintance of their father at Bristol whilst 
lady's maid in a nobleman's family. He was much 
superior to her by birth, but for a time they were 
happy. The young wife idolised her husband, and 
looked up to him as a superior being to the rest of 
mankind, and her careful and provident habits assisted 
the credit side of his expenses, and thus far dovetailed 
into his ideas of household management. 

Several efforts had been made by Addison's parents 
to provide a suitable position in society for their son. 
Agriculture was too slow and drudgery; chemistry 
required too much brain work ; engineering was be- 
yond his skill ; and three years were spent in a lawyer's 
office on sufferance, because it afforded a gentleman's 
life, and led him into matrimony with a view to an 
increased allowance. 

The latter, however, was withheld, and Cheltenham 
changed for the manufacturing town of Hawkinstone, 
where an uncle, on the mother's side, secured the 
hopeful and light-hearted young husband a situation 
as cashier, commencing at a salary of ^150 a-ryear.. 
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For some time Messrs. Rollin & Saunders had reason 
to be proud of their aristocratic book-keeper. 

Every one must have heard of the patent mouse- 
trap, made to resemble a duct leading to a pontoon 
bridge. The entrance consists of fine sloping wires, 
beneath which the poor mouse pushes his way, and 
ascends a gangway carefully sanded, and stepping on 
to the bridge — upon which a tempting bait has been 
glued — the structure so eagerly sought swings upon 
a pivot, and the mouse finds himself in a neat but 
gloomy apartment, from which there is no egress, and 
his efforts to obtain release attract other companions 
to share his solitude until morning, when a cold or 
warm bath ends their miserable existence* 

I do not wish to infer by this allegory that any 
particular deception was practised upon Frank Addi- 
son, but I maintain that our Police Courts prove that 
drink resembles the sloping wires, gambling and false 
speculations the sanded platform, and ill-assorted 
marriages the pontoon bridge, which leads many to 
destruction. 

Any one looking at Adam Bolger as he removed a 
square card from the window which had lately been 
hid by the green shutter, would never have supposed 
that he had undergone the ordeal of prison life for 
iiearly four years. There was a fund of courage and 
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hopeful elasticity of disposition shewn in every linea- 
ment of his cheerful countenance that would not 
readily yield to disappointment. 

Had he regarded the privileges of his existence 
apart from its contingencies in youth, and manfully 
determined to live obedient to the high and impera- 
tive law of his conscience, and awaited the result, 
Adam Bolger would have made his mark in the 
world. 

It is our business to be true to ourselves, and 
leave the consequences in the hands of Providence. 

But no amount of punishment or degradation could 
affect Adam Bolger permanently. He carried about 
with him a light-hearted poetic feeling, which raised 
his spirits, and made its appearance in the most trying 
circumstances ; and yet thoughts of his children would 
sometimes bring a quiver to his lip, as he pictured the 
lonely grave of his heartbroken wife — who died whilst 
he was in prison — hurried to her grave by the bitter- 
ness of his last letter. But these momentary home 
feelings never affected him except in the privacy of 
his quiet lodgings. 

" Adam Bolger, law writer, copying clerk, and con- 
fidential agent" was neatly printed upon the card he 
had just taken down out of respect for the Sabbath ; 
and his appearance, talent, and ordinary wit, dispersed 
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any doubts which might arise as to the merits of the 
candidate these words described ; and Adam Bolger 
enjoyed a fair amount of patronage, although he 
might have added the words — " literary amanuensis." 
The latter word means "copying what another dic- 
tates," according to Johnson; but in more modem 
times it, like many more words, can be transposed, 
and by a little paraphrasing, made into a metaphor, 
and applied to the apt manner in which Adam Bolger 
could change the whole face of a leading article in the 
London papers, re-arrange the choicest poems, and 
copy a serial story, without the author himself knowing 
that a pirate had been at work. This piratical system 
requires great brain power, and the seclusion of a 
convict prison must have increased his prosody. 

As a poet, Adam Bolger contributed to several 
magazines, and the genius he displayed was no doubt, 
fanned by his supposed wrongs. The following lines,, 
which he is copying for a Magazine, as Mrs. Garrity 
is tidying the room and arranging the breakfast 
table, may be taken as a specimen of his talent in 
rhythm : — 

u Worldly ways and thoughts are pleasing 
To the rich man in his hall, 
Each day his mind is bent on ceasing 
Pleasures, whether great or small. 
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Ne'er thinking of his weary brother 

Toiling onward to life's goal, 
Scenes that make a Christian shudder 

Never reach his boundary wall. 
To such a man these few words let me send — 
If you help the poor to the Lord you lend. 



Health is ruled by Nature's simple laws 

Wherever man sets foot on earth, 
The just and unjust daily pause 

With rapture, when the sun gives birth 
To roseate rays of light that's hid 

By darkness in the dismal night, 
When birds in songs try to outbid 

Each other in their atrial flight ; 
* Tis then that man should turn his thoughts and praise 
His great Creator for His bounteous ways.' 



The human frame ! how intermingled 

With the network of its Maker ! 
Can one single part be injured 

Without some other being partaker ? 
No ! the ills we are resisting 

Spring from little parts deceased, 
Heart and brain at last enlisting, 

Ere the troubled mind is eased. 
Health neglected brings attendant woes, 
Wherever life in human nature flows. 
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Thousands daily are repining 

In our sea-girt island homes, 
Where no sun or light is shining 

To renew their wasted forms. 
Cold and hunger end their sorrows, 

Or they seek a warrior's grave 
In the Crimea, with its horrors, 

'Mid'st the bravest of the brave. 
From the world by fellow-creatures driven, 
Surely death will bring them nearer Heaven ! " 

As Bolger completed the last lines of this erratic 
poem, there was a loud knock at the door, which 
caused Mrs. Garrity to upset the milk, and before she 
could regain the kitchen, the door was opened, and 
a fashionably-dressed young man entered the room, 
and seizing Bolger by the hand as he placed his hat 
and cane upon the table, said, with sundry theatrical 
movements : — 

"Good morning, my noble and astute literary 
genius ; I hope early rising will not affect your future 
destiny. Mr. McFunk of the Buffs, and the honour- 
able chairman of the Cork Club, has just opened a case 
of old Cognac, and I thought a bottle would be ac- 
ceptable to you, my august friend, so I gave up the 
Phoenix promenade to come and cheer your drooping 
spirits ; besides, I have business to disentangle, as the 
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parson said when he changed his gown in the vestry, 
and found that the sermon had passed through a vent 
in his frock-coat." 

Any one looking through the window, who had 
had a previous acquaintance with Josiah Trenchard, 
would have taken the gentleman in Bolger's lodgings 
to have been his counterpart This was the Gordon 
Dwyer who had crossed the mind of Josiah in the 
bower at Chillingham, and whose name he was now 
using at Castle Abbey. 

They had entered the same college about the same 
time, and worked themselves up to the same profi- 
ciency, and although they were called "the twins," 
no other two in Chiven College could surpass them 
in the class-room or at out-door sports. 

Adam Bolger had the honour of their acquaintance, 
and the light-hearted style of the two friends suited 
the moral disposition of his poetic genius. 

The bottle of brandy was produced from an inside 
pocket of Mr. Dwyer*s coat, and the two friends were 
soon eagerly discussing the latest feat at billiards, and 
drinking to each other's future welfare. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




CHAPTER XV. 

FRIENDSHIP PROMPTS MANY VIRTUOUS DEEDS. 

; DAM, our young friend Josiah Trenchard 
has gone out of his mind ! " 
This was said so earnestly by Mr. 
Dwyer, that Bolger involuntarily started, and taking 
his eyes from the label on the bottle of brandy, 
looked inquiringly into the solemn face of his friend,, 
and said :— 

"Don't talk so foolishly, Mr. Dwyer. What the 
deuce has put that in your head ? " 

" Well, I don't mind telling you, Adam ; but yester- 
day morning I met him near the General Post-Office, 
Sackville Street, with a face as long as a prisoner 
found guilty of murder, and a careworn, half-stupid 
look about him that he never wore on patrol or at 

school, even when the rod of discipline at Chivea 

12 
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■College claimed us both as co-partners in mischief; he 
refused a siesta, was booked to England, talked Latin, 
and barely seemed friendly. I shall never forget it to 
the longest day I die. There's something a-twist at 
Chillingham, or he has got entangled with some pretty 
face in London during the time spent amongst the 
Benchers at Lincoln's Inn. He didn't even deign to 
give me an address to write to during his absence." 

Mr. Dwyer here rose to his feet, and looking 
earnestly at the face of Bolger, continued : — 

" Josiah is a brick, Adam, and those that hurt him 
or his hurt me ; and I want you to advise and help me 
to put matters right if there is anything wrong." 

The tones in which Mr. Dwyer finished the last 
sentence shewed he had become excited. When he 
finished his harangue, as Bolger afterwards termed it, 
the end of the Cognac bottle came so violently in 
contact with the table, near the sugar basin, that the 
latter performed a somersault 

It requires a little art to handle a pair of sugar- 
tongs, whether plated or made of silver, and it was 
some time before Bolger had secured the whole of the 
various lumps within the confines of the basin. 

During this interval in the conversation his mind 
followed the train of thoughts aroused by the words 
Of Mr. Dwyer, and visions of a journey to England in 
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search of Josiah seemed to add more emphasis to hi6 
words, as he remarked : — 

" Perhaps it's a monetary transaction which has 
effected this change in our friend. From what I've 
seen of him, he seems rather fast and indulges too 
much in society, which leads to extravagances far 
beyond my limited means." 

"That may be one reason, Adam. I know his 
pocket-money was limited, but his pater would have 
supplied an extra call ; and besides, it need not have 
driven him to England in such a hurry, or prevented 
him disclosing to me a deficiency in cash. He knows 
my mother dotes on him, and I'd only to lay his or 
my distresses before her, and we could have drawn 
upon the estate which will one day be mine, and into 
which I have made a hole." 

Here Mr. Dwyer helped himself, with a laugh, to the 
brandy, and drawing his chair nearer to Bolger, he 
said in more earnest tones : — 

" Look here, old fellow ; I thought you might know 
something about this. You are a private inquiry agent, 
and I know you are in connection with several private 
matters connected with certain offices in London, but 
I see from your face you are a stranger to the pro- 
ceedings of Josiah Trenchard. 

" Your appetite, like mine, will not be very clever 
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this morning — bile is not pleasant — but we can 
straighten up by two or three o'clock, and we'll go 
to Newbridge by the afternoon train, or take a 
trap. 

"In the meantime, Adam Bolger, I am going to 
trust you with an official secret. I call it official, 
because it is connected with the privacy of our office, 
and must be considered by you strictly private and 
confidential until I give you liberty to speak. At 
present, I want you to work with me to unravel 
the mystery, and as we disentangle the thread, we 
shall come at the cause of Josiah's sudden flight to 
England." 

Mr. Dwyer here paused, and again reduced the 
contents of the bottle of Cognac; and requesting 
Bolger to secure the door against intrusion, he con- 
tinued in a subdued voice : — 

" In the private sanctum of my governor — Mr. Ragan 
— is a large iron safe, and within this safe are several 
drawers or recesses. As the head clerk and confi- 
dential correspondent to the firm of Ragan & Mullin, 
attorneys-at-law, I hold a duplicate key to the outside 
door, in order that I may take out and put back the 
books and other documents in daily use. 

" I'm certainly not of a prying nature. The con* 
fidence hitherto reposed in me has not been abused ; 
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and believe me, Adam, that confidence has put me in 
possession of State secrets, and the private affairs of 
more than one individual who is carrying a high head 
in Dublin and the provinces that I could reduce to 
the verge of insanity by one stroke of my pen. 

" Adam/' continued Mr. Dwyer, " that confidence is 
not being abused now. I love Josiah Trenchard and 
his sister Norah with a brotherly affection, and friend- 
ship prompts many virtuous deeds. There are plots 
and counter-plots in this downtrodden country of 
ours that you, or the outside world, are little aware 
of, but the day will come when Great Britain will be 
shaken to its centre by the wrongs of Ireland. 

"The followers of Dan O'Connell are now being 
roused by other agitators, who try to imitate him — 
save the mark! The poor Irish peasantry subscribe 
to the fund, and that is all they want, whilst on 

9 

Change the wire-pullers use the money-market to 
their own profit during the present war. 

"But to return to my adventure," continued Mr. 
Dwyer, almost in a whisper. " On Friday afternoon, 
Mr. Ragan left for his seat in the country as usual, 
and at five o'clock, upon returning the books to 
their respective repositories within the safe, I noticed 
Mr. Ragan's keys dangling from the lock of a small 
recess above the apertures in which the books stand 
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in alphabetical order. I innocently peeped into the 
receptacle in which the keys had been left ; this would 
have ended my inquisitive or natural impulse, had I 
not seen the gold circlet of a wedding ring projecting 
from an opened letter. Without pausing to reflect on 
what I was doing, I pulled the missive from the 
envelope, and found it was written in a female hand ; 
and as Mr. Ragan is a bachelor, this was too much 
for my credulity, and I determined to read the con- 
tents. 

" Upon unfolding the letter, a certificate of marriage 
fluttered to the floor, and this certificate disclosed to 
my astonished eyeballs the knot that had tied the 
great house of O'Shausney — now Duke of Cloughan 
— by virtue of their heir apparent Brian, to the 
ldrdly house of Snarcliffe in Yorkshire, England, 
by virtue of their only daughter Ethel." 

Here Mr. Dwyer paused, but Bolger sat with his 
head resting on his hand, as if he was taking mental 
notes at the reading of a will which he hoped would 
finish with a legacy in favour of himself. 

"Adam," continued Mr. Dwyer, striking the table 
with the palm of his hand, "when I read that cer- 
tificate I commenced to dance one of Macknc/s 
favourite breakdowns, and would have tried the 
'Cure' upside-down if a footstep on the stairs had 
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not made me perform one of the quickest feats, by 
opening that safe, closing the recess, and readjusting 
those keys, that ever was performed by any of the 
burglars who have figured in the Newgate Calendar. 

" The figure that interrupted my perusal of the letter 
belonged to old McCann — more generally known as 
Long Barney from Badajoz; he earned his latter 
residence, or paternal home, by leaving one of his ears 
and two fingers at the siege of that place on the night 
of April 6th, 1812, whilst his great length (nearer 
seven foot than six) gave him the appellation of Long 
Barney. He is our office supernumerary and mes- 
senger, and lives in an attic above the office. 

" I got rid of him by placing a two-shilling-piece ins 
his hands, and telling him to bring a noggin of pot- 
sheen, and never mind the change. I was thus left 
alone for half-an-hour, and again secured the letter, 
and held the wedding ring between my trembling 
fingers." 

Mr. Dwyer here unfolded a neat morocco pocket- 
book, and said calmly, "I copied the letter in 
French, and here it is : — 

" ' Sir, — For eighteen weary months I have endeavoured to 
find my husband, or some news of the boat in which he left the 
ship Scorpion after we had rounded Cape Horn, but without 
finding any clue to ease my troubled mind ; and now that death 
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is about to end my sufferings, I send you the two links that 
bound him and me together in life — my wedding ring and 
marriage certificate. Stoics laugh at love I Parents in their 
dotage, or surrounded even by their offspring, try to sever by 
coercion, divorce, or menaces, the sacred links which bind the 
affections of their children ; in the blush of youth, cemented by 
plighted troths 5 or in mature years, made indelible by wedlock; 
producing the pledges of their affection, and nurturing the very 
hearts they seek to break in after years, and leaving to posterity 
the seeds of family contentions. 

" ' How gladly I look back on our happy home in Valparaiso, 
and were it not for the love my husband bore towards his native 
land — dear old Erin — or the cry of oppression which reached us 
even in South America, we might have still been happy in our 
Southern home with our three dear children ; but what a change ? 
Larry, Josiah, my baby Norah, and my noble Brian, swallowed 
up by the waves of the remorseless deep, and me dying, with 
only you to sustain my fair reputation after death. 

" c And one— yes, one, Mr. Ragan— who knows my secret, and 
who will send you this — my last epistle ; I mean Carry Rushton, 
of Wackerfield Rectory. Even the word "angel" is not mis- 
applied in describing this youthful daughter of my husband's 
friend. 

" c Oh, sir, should they have been spared from the wreck of 
the Scorpion^ protect Brian. Even to you I cannot disclose his 
assumed name, although his confidence in you as the family 
lawyer never faltered ; and if he lives he will come to you. 

" ' I want to be buried at Castle Abbey, my native place, be- 
neath the shadow of the dear old church of my nativity, the 
birthplace of my first communion, and there await the resurrec- 
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tion and the life, feeling assured I shall meet the Eternal Judge, 
and be awarded by that grateful eulogy : " Well done, thou good 
and faithful servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord." — I am, 
dear sir, yours faithfully, 

" c Ethel O'Shausney.' » 

It was not until Mr. Dwyer was about to close his 
pocket-book that Bolger seized him by the arm, and 
in a stifling voice said : — 

"For God's sake, Gordon — Mr. Dwyer — read that 
letter again." 

"Why, what's the matter Adam; have you got 
softening of the brain?" said Mr. Dwyer, starting to his 
feet " To judge from your face, any one would suppose 
you had seen a ghost, or that the letter had taken 
away your senses* Now, calm yourself, my dear 
fellow, I have some conclusions to form from that 
angelic epistle which are interesting to both of us." 

Bolger trembted so violently, and seemed so much 
agitated, that Mr. Dwyer became quite alarmed, and 
pouring out some brandy, he held it to Bolger's lips 
till the latter had emptied the glass, and to satisfy 
his friend he again commenced, in a subdued voice, 
to read the letter of poor Ethel. 

The most hardened criminal has a conscience ; the 
wildest savage and most cruel barbarians have been 
known to weep when robbed of their offspring, and 
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the greatest sinner has been checked in the midst of 
blasphemy by a simple text from the Bible. 

The letter of Ethel O'Shausney had a similar effect 
upon the mind of Adam Bolger. 

His heartbroken wife was vividly before him — not 
indeed seeking for her husband, but looking to him 
for a few words of sympathy, a letter of condolence, 
to cherish and inspire hope during their enforced 
separation. She knew that the rules of the convict 
prison allowed him to write after*the first six months 
of his confinement; but even this consolation was 
refused her — a hard, cruel, unrelenting epistle arrived, 
and this broke her heart, as she struggled against the 
sneers, the taunts, and the miserable pittance which 
the wife of a felon receives at the hands of society. 

Her deathbed rose before his mind's eye, and with 
her struggling life he compared his own sinful lusts 
and heedless regard for the two children she had 
bequeathed to the guardianship of strangers— or per- 
haps the workhouse — instead of the natural support of 
a doting father I 

All these thoughts occupied the transient visions of 
the past, and a longing to see his children added 
renewed vigour to his oft-repeated resolves to lead a 
new life, and restore himself by degrees to the posi- 
tion in society which be had forfeited. 
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The line of argument pursued by Mr. Dwyer, when 
he had again closed the pocket-book, led them both 
to feel that the writer of the letter was the mother of 
Josiah ; both had a personal acquaintance with Larry 
and Norah, and all three names were mentioned in 
the letter. 

Unfortunately Mr. Dwyer, in his eagerness, had 
omitted to copy the name of the town from which the 
letter was written or posted — their surmisings were 
therefore mere conjecture. Of course the change of 
name accounted for the surname of the Trenchard 
family, and they resolved to proceed at once to 
Chillingham and make careful inquiries. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



"IT IS I, BE NOT AFRAID." 




£E are again at Castle Abbey upon this 
eventful Sunday morning of our story. 
The clear running water of the brook 
sparkles over the pebbles, but silently enters the mill- 
dam — the machinery of the mill is not disturbed by 
the revolving wheel. 

The sun brings out in relief the red coats of the 
huntsmen on the sign of the Fox and Hounds ; but 
the door is shut, and the spirituous liquors and beer 
of Bart Lowe are left untouched. 

In front of the smithy a two-horse waggon is 
raised on blocks, deprived of its wheels; and the 
latter stand listlessly against the end of the shop, 
minus their tiers. 

A home-made sign, pierced with many holes, and 
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embellished with horse-shoes, announces in quaint 
letters, " Joe Todd, blacksmith." 

What scenes of rivalry, anxious debates, and social 
mirth are associated with the coaching days, as we 
gaze upon. the battered door of the old smithy ! 

The lively twattle of ducks, the crowing of various 
cocks, and here and there a solitary pedestrian, bent 
upon some mission connected with the farmyard, are 
the only signs of life. 

There is a beautiful charm added to our notions 
of scenery, in contemplating the quiet repose of a 
country village, lit up by the early morning sun; 
there is a sign of comfort, and cheerful, and peaceful 
enjoyment in all around us. The neat, clean, and 
picturesque cottages, with their well-cultivated gar- 
dens, fenced from the road by neatly trimmed 
hedges, with here and there a bower sheltering a 
hive of bees ; the humble antique church, with its 
weather-beaten steeple and old-fashioned clock in the 
tower, standing out in relief, as if pointing from time 
to eternity ; the undulating mounds in the churchyard, 
studded with ancestral headstones, green with the 
moss of ages, and leaning towards each other as if 
they were grown, not fashioned by human aid. 

And along with these emblems of natural scenery 
we link the industry of the inhabitants — their piety 
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and simple mode of living — and contrast their lives 
with the guilt and ceaseless whirl of life in our manu- 
facturing towns : the merry laugh and hearty recep- 
tion accorded to strangers ; the pictures of health and 
temperance which sit so easily on their sunburnt faces ; 
and we are reminded of the primitive days of old, 
when man was uncorrupted by luxury and ambition, 
but felt that love and philanthropy was the be-all of 
their earthly existence. 

How vividly the days of youth are recalled by the 
old schoolhouse, around which the ivy entwines itself, 
as if their leaves were interested in the coloured maps 
on the opposite wall, seen through the open window. 

To-day will be yesterday, to-morrow * Our 

reverie is broken, and we return unthinkingly to 
the closing scene of Lilly Addison's young life. 

The small window up four pair of stairs in a back 
attic of Bakehouse Yard, Hawkinstone. The hot 
September sun sinking behind the red tiles, which 
surmount the houses on the opposite side of the 
yard. The top row of miserable attic windows over- 
looking the chamber of death. A few half-watered 
flower-pots stand out on the sooty window sills, 
scorched by the sun. 

Half-a-dozen squalid women in the yard below, 
from which the attic window seems a dizzy height, are 
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quarrelling, with their arms bared to the elbow, and 
their shoulders covered with tattered shawls of various 
colours and varied texture. 

The dense heat of the day has dried up the last 
little pool which supplied two dingy hens with water 
for the past week, and a stall from which a woman is 
selling gingerbread, plums, and pears, complete the 

A tame jackdaw startles us with its familiar cry, and 
with a feeling of relief we once more turn our gaze 
over the landscape and neighbouring hills of Castle 
Abbey. 

That part of the world which discloses the beautiful 
works of Nature may be called a Republic — in which 
all men are equal. The sunshine, the sky, the clouds, 
the stars, the winds, the murmur of water, the song 
of birds, the perfume of flowers, and the innumerable 
sights and sounds in which God reveals Himself to the 
human soul, are inherited by the humblest among 
us ; the world may treat us with contempt, hard task- 
masters take flbm us the products of our skill and 
labour during the week, but our bountiful Creator has 
set apart a day of rest in which we may commune 
with Nature. 

We are there equal to our masters, and co-partners 
with mankind, at no cost to ourselves, and are raised 
to a level with the richest in the land. Philosophers 
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may demonstrate this in different language, but the 
facts remain the same ; and those philanthropists wh6 
have given, and are striving to give working men a 
greater share of this natural inheritance — by opening 
public parks, and otherwise allowing them to take 
possession of that which awakens within their breasts 
a love of Nature — deserve well of mankind, and are 
benefactors of their species. 

It is by this means the being of man is elevated 
and glorified, as he discerns the creative power in the 
living soul of the universe ; and borrowing two lines 
from the erratic poem of Bolger, I may add : — 

" ' Tis then that man should turn his thoughts, and praise 
His great Creator for His bounteous ways." 

As Lord Snarcliffe advanced along the footpath of 
the churchyard, the two friends hurried from the grave, 
and gaining the principal entrance by making a circuit 
of the church, they were soon on the high road and 
within the beautiful park which skirted the front of 
the castle of Sir Henry Heugh. 

Only once did Mrs. McFarlane look back and gaze 
earnestly at the puzzled face of his lordship, and 
although she had never seen any of Ethel's relations, 
she instinctively felt that this gentleman was some 
one connected with the Snarcliffes. 
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The hour of eight sounded from the clock in the 
churchyard as they entered the castle, and shortly 
afterwards they were seated upon a handsome couch 
in the cosy dressing-room set apart for the use of Mrs. 
McFarlane. 

The parting gifts of Ethel lay upon the table. The 
arm of Meggie Bryson was linked within that of her 
friend, and as the sun lit up her chaste and beautiful 
features, her face seemed to gain more radiance from 
the sombre expression of widowhood displayed in the 
countenance of her companion. 

The conversation naturally turned upon their visit 
to the grave, and for the first time Mrs. McFarlane 
disclosed the history of Ethel O'Shausney's sad and 
changeful life since she parted from her husband on 
the deck of the Scorpion, as that vessel was sinking, 
until she was buried in secret in the churchyard of 

her native village. 

****** 

Within the homely kitchen of Dingle Hollow Farm, 
the merry laugh of the Colonel was echoing among 
the rafters. He had assured Mrs. Patchett, as she 
opened the front door, that it was no part of his creed 
to act upon ceremony. 

"My companion and I," continued the Colonel, 
" have come to have a homely chat over a bowl of qew 
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milk, and introduce ourselves to the mother of the 
gallant youth who stopped my horse Cantab before he 
broke his own neck and reduced the carriage and its 
contents to a mummy on Harrogate Stray ; " and he 
added, smiling, "You must consider yourself our 
hostess, and us two of the advance-picket of an army 
of friends and relations, who are eager to serve you 
in any way that will shew how we appreciate the con- 
duct of your son, and the glory which shone around 
his uniform on the last day of training in the 
Yeomanry Cavalry. 

" All this can be done best in the kitchen, beneath 
the shade of home-fed bacon and the old-fashioned 
delf-rack. If Mr. Patchett is foddering or littering the 
pigs, the work must not be interfered with. At the 
home farm near Wackerfield Hall my men have 
portions of work set apart for each hour of the day, 
and they know better than leave their allotted duties 
when I bring a stranger to see the farm." 

Mrs. Patchett could not help smiling as the good- 
humoured Colonel seized her hand and introduced Mr. 
Dwyer ; she had heard much of the kindness of the 
Colonel from her son, and was soon at home with him. 

The old-fashioned arm-chair was dusted, the table 
rubbed down, and Sally, the dairymaid, ordered to 
bring two basins of new milk, and that great York- 
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shire luxury, abba-cake, which hung ready dried on 
the rafters in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Patchett was a comely-looking matron of fifty, 
and the regular type of a Daleswoman, used to hard 
work, and knowing no religion but kindness and good- 
nature. 

She was the picture of health, and her native sim- 
plicity and natural godliness were so interwoven with 
her tone and look, that the Colonel began to feel 
uncomfortable in her presence. 

He had come to speak upon a subject which affected 
the worldly interest of this good woman's son ; and 
although his offer might lead to considerable advance- 
ment in that son's future prospects, it would necessarily 
disturb the peace and quiet of Dingle Hollow, by 
taking away the youthful farmer from the cultivation 
of crops and grazing of cattle to the gayer scenes of 
life, and he saw in Mrs. Patchett a depth of feeling 
which could ill brook the parting, for he was her only 
son, and she was a widow. 

To say that the Colonel and Josiah enjoyed the 
new milk and abba-cake, I am not sufficiently ex- 
pressive ; both of them were in ecstacies. Before the 
Colonel had lifted the basin three times, he had made 
up his mind to say nothing about the commission in 
the army, and the prospects of a commercial life for 
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Mr. Patchett were at present abandoned ; but he de- 
termined, before many weeks passed over, to get Mrs. 
Patchett and her son to visit him at Wackerfield— 
suppose he drove them in his own carriage by easy 
stages. 

The grief of Josiah was hinted at by the Colonel, 
as he noticed how eagerly Mrs. Patchett scanned the 
features of Josiah, and that good lady intuitively soon 
perceived that her young guest was lamenting the 
death of his nearest and dearest friend — his mother; 
and taking him gently by the hand into the parlour, 
she softly closed the door, and in a few earnest, simple 
words, bade him look forward to the resurrection and 
the life, when all should be united in the presence of 
our Lord. "Don't give way," added Mrs. Patchett, 
"to your great sorrow, and thus rebel against the 
decrees of Providence, but take new courage from this 
early trial, feeling assured that those who mourn shall 
in the end be comforted." 

As Mrs. Patchett and Josiah returned to the kitchen, 
the Colonel noticed the happy change in the face of 
his companion, and inwardly blessed the widow for 
the counsel and motherly sympathy she had shewn 
for the poor artist. 

When Mr. Patchett came in from the yard, there 
was much shaking of hands, as Mr. Dwyer was in- 
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troduced, and the three took a short walk over the 
farm, which gave a new pleasure to the Colonel, and 
led Josiah unwittingly from his great grief. 

An hour afterwards they joined the family at break- 
fast in the parlour, and the Colonel determined to attend 
morning service at Castle Abbey Church, along with 
Josiah, at the pressing invitation of Mrs. Patchett, feeling 
sure that Miss Bryson was aware of his roving disposi- 
tion, and their conversation the previous evening made 
her acquainted with his intended visit to Dingle Hollow. 

The single bell in the steeple was ringing its ac- 
customed peal — a peal which heralded the morning 
prayers for more than half-a-century ; and had been 
changed for a single death-knell for the fathers and 
grandfathers, mothers and grandmothers, of many 
assembled within the walls of the sacred edifice, or 
listening unheeded to its mute appeal from their 
cottages and homesteads, without any religious 
impulses leading them to seek a few moments respite 
from earthly cares to commune with their Maker. 

As Mrs. Patchett and her son pointed out the grave 
of their lost Emily, all stopped to read the newly- 
engraved letters, and those of an older date, which 
recorded the death of Mr. Patchett, senr. ; and with a 
sigh they passed on, the Colonel saying, " They have 
gone .but a short time before us." 
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Josiah could not speak, his heart was too full, and it 
required a superhuman effort to restrain his desire to 
rush round the church and weep beside his mother's 
grave ; but he knew if he did so, his friends would 
suspect his real name, and find out by that means his 
father's secret, and he silently entered the church with 
the rest, and occupied the commodious pew which 
had seated the Patchett family for nearly two 
centuries. 

On each side of the chancel a large compartment, 
or family pew, was <set apart for the lord of the 
manor — Sir Henry Heugh, and the owner of Abbey 
Grange, Lord Snarcliffe — and both compartments were 
neatly railed and shaded by red damask curtains ; and 
the ample cushions on the broad seats made the 
occupants appear as if they were in old-fashioned 
waggonettes. 

The family of Sir Henry Heugh, with Mrs. 
McFarlane and Miss Bryson, arrived shortly after our 
friends had been seated A familiar smile from the 
Colonel's daughter, and a slight shake of the head 
from Sir Henry, let Mr. Bryson know that they 
recognised him. 

The face of Mr. Patchett was suffused with blushes 
as he caught sight of Miss Bryson's familiar form — not 
by long acquaintance, but made familiar by that deep* 
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rooted attachment which sometimes takes possession 
of the human heart, without the aid of common sense 
or surrounding circumstances. The word "love" is 
given to this feeling, and we must leave philosophers 
to determine its definition ; but every-day life teaches 
us, fry individual experience, that this passion urges 
human nature to overcome more obstacles in life's 
progress than any other motive power. 

The pew of Lord Snarcliffe was empty, and as 
Josiah looked from the face of old Squires the parish 
clerk, to the inscriptions of his mother's ancestors, his 
eye caught sight of the marble slab erected by the 
present Lord Snarcliffe in memory of his sister gthel 
O'Shausney. How eagerly he read the simple words, 
and how much happier he felt as the organ pealed 
forth the voluntary, and the clergyman slowly walked 
from the vestry. 

He could almost feel the presence of his mother, and 
fancied she was looking at him through the eyes of 
the angels which surmounted the marble slab. 

The old sexton, from his reading desk below the 
pulpit, did not fail to notice the change in the face of 
Josiah, and his features' turned a shade paler, and the 
usual bell-toned "Amen " seemed to falter on his lips 
before the end of the service. 

The sermon was extempore, and the worthy clergy- 
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man seemed to endorse the kindly words of Mrs, 
Patchett, as he enlarged upon the duty of self- 
reliance, based on the assurance of our Lord to Hi9 
disciples, as he walked towards the ship on the sea of 
Galilee — " It is I, be not afraid." 

"Amidst all your worldly aspirations," concluded 
Mr. Pawson, " all your feeling of anxiety and grief, 
prove yourselves Christians, nowise debasing the 
faculties within you, sinking neither with a weary 
sigh at the extra burdens you have to bear, nor 
expressing stormful indignation against fate. 

" Keep your eyes on the compass and your hands 
on the helm, as you steer through the cares and tur- 
moil of life ; stand upright, like colossal statues, with 
your bosoms bared to the weather, majestic and 
unflinching, with a proud insensibility to cold and 
rain ; and when the sun shines out again you will look 
more refreshed for the showers. Misery and want 
may press hard . upon you, but do not let them 
engender within your breasts any hatred; do not 
complain of any neglect with resentment 

" Brave your misfortunes single-handed, and man- 
fully seek neither pity nor admiration, but sustain 
yourselves by the strength of your own integrity- 
patient under evil, trustful in the good. Endeavour 
to find solace in the word of God and in prayer ; and 
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through the din and uproar of the world — the darkness 
and debauchery of evil men — let the 'still small voice' 
of conscience awaken within your breasts no guilty 
pang. 

" Uphold yourselves as warriors fighting under the 
banner of Christ ; eschew evil and do good ; seek peace 
and ensure it ; and if temptations beset you, let the 
words of my text reverberate through the recesses of 
your innermost thoughts, sounding, in the changeful 
scenes of life, like the sweet notes of an iEolian lyre — 
'It is I, be not afraid.'" 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE OLD SEXTON IN LOVE LANE. 

tHERE are moments in the lives of most of 
us when it seems a pleasure to be shut 
from the world, and feel ourselves lost in 
the solitary wilderness of our own thoughts. Memory 
carries us back to the time when our language did 
not consist of words with many syllables. 

Stories told in after years by a doting mother, of 
boyish freaks performed by our Jack or our Tom, after 
they have made their mark in the world, may assist 
these childish visions, but nothing can recall them so 
strongly as the indelible works of Nature and the 
sights of childhood revisited. 

There is a charm given to our thoughts, when we 
look upon the scenery which surrounds the birth- 
place of our youthful efforts, from which stoics may 
take useful lessons. 
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" Thou art the first that wakes my dream, 

My early home, wherein my life 
Was cast upon this earthly scene 

Of worldly care and endless strife. 
Where mother soothed my schoolboy days, 
And now my heartfelt thanks upraise." 

Here stand the old elms and stately oaks from 
which we have been separated for many — many years \. 
on that branch a rope was securely knotted by strong- 
limbed Isaac, and formed into a swing. How oft. 
have we rocked to-and-fro, like the pendulum of an 
old Dutch clock, or waited beneath that hawthorn 
bush to secure our next turn. 

In yonder river we waded up to the knees in search 
of bullheads and minnows, and kept them alive for 
days in the water-butt at home. In the woods around 
us we played at "hunt-out-hare," when little Tom Bell, 
the supposed four-footed leveret, led us a stern chase 
for hours, over hedges and ditches, through wood- 
lands and glens, leaving a piece of paper or shaving 
to mark his trail 

The scene changes, and we find ourselves remem- 
bering the first dawn of love ; our first love-letter ; the 
blushes that mantled on our cheeks as the object — far 
above us in earthly station — proudly passed in her 
carriage, or took her seat on Sunday in the family 
pew of the rich manufacturer, her father, or the 
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country squire, her uncle. We may not have been 
seventeen then, but what of that ? 

Marriage is not what we required ; we sought for a 
smile of recognition, an answer to our written declara- 
tion of love— sent perhaps in the form of a valentine. 
A secret meeting, a pressure of the rosy lips, a lock of 
that golden hair as a parting gift, and promise of re- 
ciprocated affections, ere we launch out into the sea of 
life — steered by the stimulus of hope, and cherishing 
her last smile, and the earnestness of her loving gaze, 
as a compass to guide our wayward bark in the course 
of honourable ambition. 

Amidst all our aspirations in after-life — all our 
struggles for wealth, honour, and glory — we uncon- 
sciously join with the poet in his beautiful refrain : — 

" She loved me in childhood, 

How memory clings 
To that happy time like a dream, 

And heedlessly flings 
A mantle of love to inflame 

The deepest despair, which now I must bear, 
When faintly I murmur her name. 

She loved me in childhood, 

Those sweet treasured days, 
When roving through wildwood 

We chanted our lays ; 
Or sat 'neath the hawthorn amid fairy-like bowers, 
Whilst I culled for her hair the fairest of flowers." 
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And how many in the galaxy of their fame have 
sighed and lingered over the blighted hopes and airy 
visions aroused by their first love ? 

It may have been the desire to brood over the 
memory of the past, and link those days with the 
present, that caused old Squires, the parish clerk, 
sexton of Castle Abbey, to suddenly pause and take a 
seat upon the fragment of a projecting rock in Love 
Lane, as he was returning from the morning service 
referred to in the last chapter. 

The reminiscences did not seem to bring much 
pleasure, judging from his wrinkled features. 

Jacob Squires was a little, thin, high-shouldered 
man, and his features were remarkable ; his grey eyes 
were keen and inquiring, his face rather shrivelled 
with age and care, and a grim smile was perpetually 
on his countenance, except when lost in thought, as at 
present. 

His shaggy eyebrows and chin could alone be seen, 
as the latter rested on his long skinny hands, with 
nails of considerable length. 

" It was in this lane," he muttered to himself, " that 
I first found out their secret. Beneath this rock I used 
to put poor Ethel's letters more than forty years ago, 
and yet it seems like yesterday; there's nothing 
changed; some folks say that stones grow — I don't 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



2o6 Buried in Secret. 

believe it This seat has soothed many a fit of 
coughing during the dreary winter months since then, 
but those attacks of asthma will take me off some of 
these back tods. These banks have been lined with 
violets and primroses every year since the young 
lovers gathered them in their youthful innocence. 
These hedges have bloomed with the blossoms of 
May, and the old holly bushes have grown many 
pretty branches, laden with berries, to adorn the old 
church at Christmas ; and still I can see no change. 
They say I should retire ; ah ! — ah !" and the old sex- 
ton laughed a hollow laugh, and continued his reverie. 

" I liked that sermon ; there was nothing dogmatical 
about it. Somehow Mr. Pawson gets at the heart of the 
people ; he sends out volumes of strength, and finishes 
generally where he begun — ' It is I, be not afraid.' And 
yet I'm afraid — there's that secret about Ethel and her 
midnight funeral. Ralph Todd and I meant no ill when 
we opened the coffin and took the letter and the ring ; 
we didn't know who she was till the deed was done. 
Who would have thought it was poor little Ethel ? 

" I sometimes feel I've done wrong in telling Mr. 
Carey, but what could I do? Die with the secret? — no! 
She was buried in secret, that was old Jayson's order. 
Mr. Carey seems honest ; I wish I could see him again. 
He says in his note he may come this week, and that 
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he has gone to Hawkinstone. I wonder if he's married ; 
I like his manner, and I felt happy in his company. 

" The carriage he drove and his master are at the 
castle. Irishmen stick to each other ; he'll' not let the 
memory of the dead wife of Brian O'Shausney suffer. 
He promised that, and there's nothing to fear now from 
her father ; we have him safe in the vault. But who is 
this travelling artist ? — that puzzles me. Bart Lowe's 
a fool, or he would have pumped him ; there is some- 
thing about his looks that haunts me. I must get into 
his company. If he goes prying about the Grange, he 
means mischief. He looked at the marble slab of Ethel's 
death as if his whole life depended upon the words. 

" There was more than curiosity in that face of his. 
Perhaps he is a friend of Carey's, and may have been 
told our secret, but that cannot be; he would have 
come to me if he was interested, as Mr. Carey must 
have mentioned my name in connection with the burial. 
But suppose he is her son ? " 

Old Squires here elevated his chin, and his face 
turned deadly pale as he quitted the rude seat and 
looked around him. A rustle amongst the branches of 
a neighbouring hawthorn caused him to start, and the 
sharp notes of a blackbird sounded through the neigh- 
bouring dell as he hurriedly walked down the lane 
towards home. 
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Abbey Farm was a tumble-down sort of a house. 
Old Squires had been born in it, and desired to end his 
days beneath the old thatched roof. 

The walls were two feet thick in some parts, and 
had only recently become acquainted with lime and 
mortar. The byres and stabling 3tood at the end of 
the farmstead, and afforded shelter for two or three 
horses, and three cows, with their calves. A neat 
kitchen garden (which, like the fields, was surrounded 
with a wall) was separated from the end of the build- 
ings by a gate and a large cherry tree, numerous 
gooseberry bushes, two or three apple trees, and a 
vacant space of nearly a quarter of an acre for roots 
and vegetables grew as much fruit as sustained the 
family of Squires during the winter. 

Mrs. Squires met her husband at the door, and was 
about to scold him in her motherly fashion, at the 
delay caused by not coming straight home, when she 
noticed the troubled expression of his countenance. 
She inwardly divined that something had disturbed 
his wonted cheerfulness, and she expressed no surprise 
when he sat down to carve the homely fare of roast 
beef and Yorkshire pudding, and left his own plate 
untouched. 

Mrs. Squires was a brisk little woman, with black 
hair, and dark brown eyes set in a countenance much 
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tanned by the sun ; in fact old Squires used to say 
that another dip would have made her complexion 
like a Mulatto. 

The furrows on her brow were the result of toil, not 
sorrow, and were the outlines of more smiles and 
merry laughs than deep-drawn sighs ; and her simple 
mode of living added much to the rotundity of her 
plump figure and the open contour of her pleasant 
features. 

The business or working department of the Abbey 
Farm occupied the whole of the attention of Mrs. 
Squires, and she never troubled herself about parish 
matters or the official engagements of her husband, 
save and except the customary presents of black kid 
gloves, hat-bands, and scarfs at funerals, and these she 
carefully brushed and stowed away in a large oak 
chest of drawers ; and when visited by some of her 
sister's relations in the North, they became souvenirs 
of her affection towards them ! 

Her experience of Squires extended over a period 
of more than fifty years, and she had found from that 
experience it was better not to interfere with his 
churchyard grievances. 

A cloud of smoke enveloped the old sexton as he 
enjoyed his after-dinner pipe and glass of gin ; but the 
old arm-chair seemed to be troubled with rheumatism 
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on this particular Sunday, as the joints were con- 
tinually creaking, and the customary forty winks 
refused to soothe the old sexton into dreamland ; and 
he sat looking into vacancy, with his thoughts still 
clinging to the travelling artist and the grave of Ethel 
O'Shausney. 

The lonely headstone, which had awakened so much 
curiosity amongst the visitors to Castle Abbey, stood 
before him. 

" She died a pauper and was buried in secret," he 
murmured gently, as if to console his troubled mind ; 
and at last he shook off his despondency, and deter- 
mined to visit his nephew, Bart Lowe, at the Fox 
and Hounds, and stay there till the evening service. 

It was a beautiful afternoon that found the old 
sexton walking pensively up Love Lane; the excessive 
heat was relieved by a gentle breeze and the shadow 
of a large hawthorn hedge on the left, but Nature or 
the weather were far from the mind of old Squires. 

His brain was turning over numerous plans to 
get at the past history of this Gordon Dwyer, the 
travelling artist, and the image of the parish con- 
stable came before him. Certainly he had every 
confidence in this individual, as many an orgie at 
the Fox and Hounds could testify ; but suppose the 
constable should report the matter to the chief at 
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Knaresbrough, and that chief should report to the 
authorities at Leeds, and they were to send a couple 
of detectives, and trace the possession of the ring 
stolen out of Ethel's coffin. Shades of Macbeth ! he 
might be transported ! 

No ! it wouldn't do to employ him ; he must trust 
to his own ingenuity, and Squires prided himself on 
being clever. 

As the old sexton came to this conclusion, a footstep 
near the stile on his right — which led across some 
fields — startled him, and in another instant the 
subject of his thoughts stood before him. 

"Speak of the devil and he'll appear," muttered 
old Squires to himself, and lifting his hat, he bowed 
to our friend Josiah with a reverence equal to his 
obeisance to Lord Snarcliffe himself. 

" Good afternoon, worthy sexton," said Josiah in a 
pleasant voice, made much happier in tone since he 
had looked upon the marble slab in the parish church. 
"I was coming down to the Abbey farm to see you, 
as your nephew Bart Lowe tells me you are the 
guide which artists and tourists engage when they 
visit the rugged scenery of Castle Abbey. My name 
is Dwyer ; and from my voice you will perceive I'm 
an Irishman." 

"Yes, I'm the guide, and you are not the first 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



2 1 2 Buried in Secret 

Irishman I've had to see me lately. Do you know 
Teddy Carey, a coachman ? " 

The furtive eyes of Squires did not fail to perceive 
the visible start and blush which suffused the face of 
Josiah as he answered : — 

"I don't know any one named Carey who is a 
coachman ; I know a Teddy Carey, valet for a linen 
manufacturer near Belfast." 

It will be noticed by my readers that the name 
of Reginald Baraclough was suppressed in this reply. 

" Please describe him, Mr. Dwyer ; I have taken an 
interest in the gentleman, and I have promised to send 
him a couple of hares and some grouse, because he 
acted towards me more like a son than a visitor." 

And Josiah gave a minute description of Teddy, 
which of course tallied with the Carey of the old 
sexton's dreams ; and yet there was another query to 
solve. 

" How is it he drives about in the carriage of 
Colonel Bryson ? " asked the sexton abruptly. 

Again Josiah started, and said evasively : — 

" Because his' master is — is about to be married to 
the colonel's daughter." 

And his thoughts crossed the Channel to poor 
Norah, and the sexton mentally ejaculated : — 

* Here's another mystery, and another love affair ; 
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bless me, I must be blind; it's courting this young 
spark is after, and not a mother's grave, and the lady 
he loves is the colonel's daughter now at the castle." 

" But come," said Josiah, " I see you are going to the 
village ; let us return and examine the old church." 

And these two, so strangely met, and with thoughts 
so varied, sauntered up the gravel walk of the old 
churchyard ; and the secrets of a lawyer's office 
served a good purpose in checkmating the sinister 
questions of old Squires. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE ELOPEMENT. 

>T may be assumed from the manner in 
which Mr. Gordon Dwyer related his 
adventure in the private office of Mr» 
Ragan, that he was not a man easily daunted when he 
had once made up his mind to carry out any design 
which would benefit his friend. 

The drive from Dublin to Newbridge is more than 
twenty miles, but they were not long in reaching the 
principal hotel, and sending the post-chaise home. 

The plan arranged was, that they should interview 
Mr. Trenchard, and tell him that they were the bosom 
friends of Josiah, and thus invite his confidence. 

Ordering dinner to be served at once, they entered 
the commercial room, and were examining the various 
old-fashioned pictures and works of artistic skill which 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



The Elopement. 2 1 5 



adorned the room, when Mr. Dwyer's eye caught sight 
of a letter in the rack set apart for postal despatches ; 
it was addressed, "Mr. E. Carey, 53 Albanian Street, 
Hawkinstone," and his acquaintance with the writer 
made him start and eagerly seize the letter. 

"Bolger!" he exclaimed, "Reginald Baraclough of 
Spigot Lodge, Belfast, is either here or has been at 
this hotel ; see, here is a letter addressed to his valet 
I know his writing well, as he made several alterations 
in a conveyance of some property in County Down, in 
which our 'boss 1 was acting for the mortgagee. I 
thought he was in England," continued Mr. Dwyer ; 
"I'll be bound he has been at Chillingham. You 
must remember he made the acquaintance of Josiah 
in London. I wonder what's in this letter." 

The face of Bolger was a puzzle as he mechanically 
took hold of the letter ; he knew, or suspected more of 
the movements of Reginald Baraclough than he cared 
to impart to his volatile friend, and answered calmly:— 

" Stay where you are ; I'll soon open it. A letter to a 
valet is not of great commercial importance, or it 
would not have been left there." 

Bolger left the room, and in a few minutes returned 
with the letter opened, and Mr. Dwyer commenced to 
read the contents, without expressing any surprise at 
Bolger's adroitness. It ran thus : — 
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"Johnstonfs Hotels Newbridge^ 
" Sunday Afternoon. 

"As soon as you receive this, Carey, I want you to proceed 
at once to London, and join me at the — Hotel ; you know 
which I mean. I leave by this night's mail, accompanied by 
a dear friend, and the business you have to transact for me 
requires your early presence, and will be handsomely rewarded 
above your salary. "Reginald Baraclough." 

As Mr. Dwyer finished reading the letter, he handed 
it to Bolger, and said firmly : — 

"I give you half-an-hour, Bolger, to find out who 
the friend was that has gone to London with Reginald 
Baraclough ; they know me at Chillingham Cottage, 
and I only need tell you that the housekeeper's name 
is Dolly." 

It was not long before Bolger was chattering with 
Dolly in the kitchen of Chillingham Cottage. Yes, 
Miss Norah had gone out with a tall gentleman, who 
was a great favourite of Larry and Josiah, and a per- 
feet gentleman, from Belfast They had gone to the 
afternoon service at the little church, and no doubt 
they were having a stroll. i( It is only five o'clock," 
she added ; " do you want Mr. Baraclough, or can I 
take a message to my master, Mr. Trenchard ? He is 
very poorly, but might consent to see you in his bed- 
room if the business was very particular." 
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" No, thank you, it is not particular ; I will call at 
Mr. Baraclough's hotel, and leave a message from my 
employers in Dublin. 11 

Mr. Dwyer was at the bottom of the avenue, and 
waited until Bolger had related the success of his 
mission, and then gave a low whistle, at the sound of 
which a figure emerged from the shadow of a clump 
of trees. 

" Go at once, Levitt, and order a couple of horses, 
and bring them ready saddled in three-quarters of an 
hour to the big stone just outside of the town, on the 
Dublin road." 

The man disappeared as quietly as he issued from 
the clump of trees. 

"That's a farm bailiff and process server, Bolger; 
you can lay your life on him ; Iv*e had him in tow 
before. 

"After you left me in the commercial room, I 
copied Baraclough's superb letter, and carefully re- 
turned it to its position in the delivery case; and 
found upon inquiry in the yard, that a gentleman 
and lady had departed for Dublin in a close carriage. 
The lady was closely veiled, but putting this and that 
together, there is no doubt it was Norah. The 
murdering blackguard! if he means her mischief, 111 
break his eyebrows off." 
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" And now, Bolger," continued Mr. Dwyer, " we must 
have dinner, and follow them. If she is misled, 111 
stop her ; if she is going willingly " 

Here Mr. Dwyer paused, and pressing his hand 
over his forehead, led the way into the hotel, and 
before an hour had passed they were riding at full 
speed towards Dublin. 

If Reginald Baraclough had been influenced by the 
slightest impulse of love, or the sweet tremblings of 
affection, his abduction of Norah would still have been 
unmanly. 

But the worst of evil passions influenced his journey 
to Chillingham, and the absence of Josiah (although 
it disturbed his mind) facilitated his evil design. 

The sensitive Norah had in vain tried to soothe the 
impressive mood of her father, and obtain a clue to his 
illness, or the service of a doctor, without avail, and at 
last he said firmly : — 

"The cause of my illness is what you are. so eager 
to understand, Norah. You are too inexperienced— 
you are a girl ; I cannot trust you, or tell you why 
Josiah has left so soon for England. Be content, dear, 
both will be explained in time." 

"But why not have a doctor, pa? I'm sure Mr. 
Brady would give you something to strengthen your 
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" No, dear Norah, there has not been a soul in this 
room since I came here but Larry, Josiah, and you — 
if I may except old Dolly — and I'll take good care no 
one else enters, unless I'm too insensible to prevent 
their presence. The only wish I have is, that Larry 
was again at home." 

Things were at this pass when Reginald Bara- 
clough rang the front door bell on the eventful 
Sunday morning of our story, and of course was 
received by Norah as a protector, bequeathed to her 
by Larry, and cemented to her by an inward monitor 
which rises unbidden in many romantic breasts. 

It was not long before Reginald Baraclough was in 
possession of the facts already known to my readers, 
as far as Norah could explain them; and the con- 
versation became monotonous until Mr. Baraclough 
took Norah by the hand, and said tenderly : — 

" Don't fret, dear Norah, at the harshness of your 
father ; let me take you to Josiah." 

The girl was too excited to notice that he called 
her by her maiden name for the first time ; she only 
knew that he was clasping her hand with fervour, and 
looking with eager, impassioned eyes into her agitated 
face ; and she gasped : — 

"Oh! where is Josiah? Has he not gone to 
England ? Do you know where he is ? " 
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" Your brother has gone to England, Norah, and it 
is wrong for your father to keep you in suspense ; you 
may depend there is some secret connected with your 
family that ought to have been entrusted to you." 

The subtlety of this speech is apparent on the face 
of it. Reginald Baraclough knew how to play his 
cards. Once raise a doubt as to the probity of her 
father, and the citadel was won ; and to whom could 
poor Norah appeal ? 

The words of brother Larry, " I leave her in your 
charge, Mr. Baraclough, and may God bless you 
both ! " came vividly into her mind, and the lingering 
associations of the last scene on the Dublin Quay 
were still impressed on her memory. 

Norah sat like one in a trance. What secret could 
affect their peaceful home, unless her mother was 
connected with it ; and a great sob came unbidden 
from her breast, and Reginald Baraclough, sitting 
beside her, stole his arm gently around her waist — 
her head fell upon his breast — kisses were showered 
on her ruby lips and brow — and the victory for a 
while was in the hands of the tempter. 

I need not relate all the endearing expressions 
which the high-bred and city-educated Baraclough 
used to the poor secluded Norah — a rose hid away 
'neath a canopy of leaves — suffice it to say, that about 
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three o'clock they were en route to Dublin in a close 
carriage (as surmised by Mr. Dwyer), drawn by two* 
powerful horses. 

On reaching Dublin, they secured berths on the 
mail boat, just about to start via Holyhead for London, 
which they reached in due course — Norah expecting 
soon to be in the company of Josiah, Reginald Bara- 
clough expecting his sensual dreams to be realised ! 

Four hours afterwards, Mr. Dwyer and Bolger 
reached the booking-office of the Mail Packet Co., 
but only to find they had been baulked, and they 
rode leisurely to an hotel to consider their future 
programme. 

" You seem quite upset, Mr. Dwyer. Let me take 
up the clues and continue the search. In the first 
place, we can secure his address from Carey only, and 
he will have to be visited personally ; secondly, we 
must write a note to Mr. Trenchard, and break the 
news gently, or the shock may prove fatal. As you 
are aware, poor Dolly thought the pair were at church, 
and would return; and how sad will be the awakening" 

" Right, Bolger ; they know me, and I can trust 
Long Barney. He can take a fresh horse, and may 
reach Newbridge before twelve. It is our duty to 
prevent any further suspense ; the latter is worse than 
the uncertainty of her fate." 
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Here Mr. Dwyer rang the bell, and a waiter appeared 
who was well acquainted with the lawyer's clerk, and 
the latter gave him the necessary instructions. 

And shortly afterwards Long Barney presented 
himself before the " Masther," as they called him in 
the office. 

During the interval Mr. Dwyer filled two sides of 
writing-paper, and holding it between his fingers, 
turned his attention to Barney. 

" Look here, old Badajoz ; we've had an adventure, 
and knowing I can trust you the same in this as in 
our office secrets, I want you to go to Iley's livery 
stables and get the fleetest horse he has, and ride to 
Patrick Trenchard's, Chillingham Cottage, Newbridge, 
and deliver this note. Should you not be able to 
secure an interview with that austere individual, listen 
to the contents that you may inform Dolly the house- 
keeper, who is an half-caste." And clearing his throat, 
Mr. Dwyer commenced : — 

" Dear Mr. Trenchard,— From information received at 
Newbridge, I find your daughter has been persuaded to leave 
home with the friend of your son Josiah ; you know his name, 
and may conceive no ill effects from their hurried flight to 
London. My ideas I keep to myself, but can assure you that 
neither depth nor height, things animate or inanimate, shall 
prevent me knowing the truth, and to assure you, I only need 
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add that your history is known to me — B. O'S. These letters 
will convince you : but remember your life and liberty is as safe 
with me as the grave to which we are all hurrying. — Yours in 
friendship, " GORDON Dwyer." 

" Now, Barney, just fancy you have despatches, and 
that the enemy is about to put up earthworks and 
storm Dublin, and that you are going to prevent them." 

Long Barney took the letter and a sum of money ; 
and hiding the same within a decent suit of black, he 
gave a knowing look at Mr. Dwyer, and bowing 
himself out of the room, was soon on the road to 
Newbridge. 

" Now, Bolger," said Mr. Dwyer, as the door closed, 
" you must go at once to Hawkinstone ; you can be 
there by the same mail as the letter, or at any rate, 
you can find Carey's address, and where he is you will 
find his master's address ; and I will ask for leave and 
go to London. Should anything turn up, and you 
should want advice or any more money" — as Mr. 
Dwyer handed him a five-pound note — " telegraph to 
me at the Sussex Hotel, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street; 
and if we don't checkmate Reginald Baraclough, my 
name is not Gordon Dwyer." 

That night the sleep of Adam Bolger was filled 
with visions of the anticipated meeting with his two 
children. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

HERE, BY THE GRAVE OF MY DEAD CHILD." 

*HE hot September sun w^s shadowed 
behind some clouds. 

The dust that escaped the water-carts 
lay on the footpaths, or formed in scattered heaps 
by the side of the road ; a gentle breeze wafted from 
the east, and foot-passengers forsook their accustomed 
gait, and hurried along the streets as if they expected 
a sudden rainfall or thunderstorm. 

Hawkinstone was considered a very dirty place in 
wet weather. The major part of the town, in which the 
streets crowded together, consisted of old-fashioned 
houses, reaching in some parts to four stories, the 
garrets of which were turned into dwellings; and 
these parts were often inundated by the water from a 
beck or small rivulet, which drained some low lands 
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further north, and turned the machinery of two large 
mills. 

Medical science and modern architecture had 
inspected these ancient tumble-down hovels ; and the 
monthly reports of the sanitary inspector had contained 
some choice phrases, carefully worded, and placed in 
a conspicuous column of the Hawkinstone Telegraphy 
when that paper reported the usual meeting of the 
Board of Health. 

But at the time I write, the Committee of Ways 
and Means had not given their veto in favour of a 
cash adv&nce towards alterations and improvements ; 
and the tenants held their dingy rooms, and fought 
with each other on the stairs to secure a room looking 
to the front, although the rent was an extra sixpence 
weekly. 

Corporate rights were unknown in Hawkinstone in 
1854, and the revenues of the town were under the 
control of a few demagogues, and their official spirit 
had not been moved from the silence of modern 
slavery. 

Fever, smallpox, scurvy, and dysentery had each in 

turn visited these low-lying districts, and for weeks 

the numerous gates and yards from Sandgate to 

Bakehouse Yard were shunned by the middle-class 

and west-end residents. 

IS 
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Even the landlords engaged deputies to collect 
their rents, and one of these worthies — a mixture of 
tout and chimney-sweep — was discovered one Sunday 
morning securely gagged and tied up between two 
clothes -props, in an old canvas bag, in the back yard 
of old Silverstrides his master. And the tenants 
were left to "enjoy" their filthy habitations and 
miserable dens until the fever left them, without 
being personally harassed for the rent 

The funeral of Lilly Addison was an impressive 
sight ; the interest evinced by Mr. Fryer, seconded by 
Carey and Mr. Corder, the undertaker, had aroused 
quite a feeling of sympathy and compassion in the 
hearts of the neighbours in Bakehouse Yard and its 
vicinity. 

They saw, or thought they saw, merits in the 
orphan boy, as they called poor Willie, which they 
had overlooked since he lost the championship of his 
mother. Several mysterious packages were brought 
from old boxes and chests of drawers that had not 
seen the light for years; little black vests and 
trousers, old-fashioned coats and waistcoats, were un- 
folded, and by dint of cutting and patching, taking 
off and putting on, Willie Addison was ensconced in 
a suit of decent black ; and in his youthful pride and 
childish pleasure, felt that everybody was admiring 
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him, as he slowly left the yard by the side of Carey, 
and took his place behind the hearse. 

About twenty neighbours joined in the procession, 
and more than one pronounced the funeral very 
respectable. 

The cemetery was over a mile from Bakehouse 
Yard by the road, and was prettily situated. After 
emerging from the market place, the cortege slowly 
wended its way towards the north-west, and passed 
many suburban villas; amongst them was Beech 
House, the residence of Mr. Fryer. As Carey neared 
the gate, he gazed with longing eyes up the avenue, 
and through the open window of the dining-room, 
near which stood Mr. and Mrs. Fryer, with Looah 
and- her two brothers, all dressed in black, out of 
respect for poor Lilly ; and the whole of the blinds 
were closely drawn. 

That same afternoon, at [the Hawkinstone railway 
station, the "Flying Scotchman" is expected: the 
porters tell you she travels at the rate of a mile a 
minute; all is bustle and excitement. The London 
papers arrive with this train, and foreign news of 
great importance is eagerly looked for. 

The allied armies have beat the. Russians at Alma, 
and details of the battle are expected from special 
correspondents. 
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The commercial element of Hawkinstone is well 
represented on the platform, and their faces bear 
visible signs of excitement as they scatter themselves 
in little groups until the express steams into the 
station with a loud snort, and "Hawkinstone" is 
shouted by one of the porters. 

"That's a melodramatic voice," remarks the old 
bandmaster to the owner of the Telegraph ; " he dwells 
upon the first syllable in a minor key, and brings out 
the rest from between his shoulders with a jerk re- 
sembling the sound of an exploded bottle of soda." 

From a second-class compartment, a gentlemanly- 
looking man steps hurriedly on to the platform, 
carrying a neat portmanteau. 

A loose overcoat is thrown over his left arm, and 
his tall, commanding figure is surmounted with a soft 
felt hat, of a sugar-loaf pattern, and the broad brim 
gives him a Yankee appearance. 

This gentleman must have been a great traveller, 
or his style has been assiduously practised, and the 
firmness of his voice makes two or three cabmen pull 
their forelocks, and address him with a respectful air, 
before the driver has landed his fare at Barker's 
Temperance Hotel 

The stranger with the loose overcoat engaged a 
bed-room, and ordered tea to be ready at six, and 
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leaving his card and portmanteau with Mrs. Barker, 
made his way to a quiet street near the centre of the 
town, and knocked at No. 53, the door of which was 
opened by a middle-aged lady dressed in black. 

Shakespeare says — " There is a soul of goodness in 
things evil, would we observingly pick it out" 

Adam Bolger's progress in his search after his two 
children, and the yearnings of a father, which at last 
had taken possession of his feelings and overruled 
every other thought, suits this quotation. 

It was the evil deeds of Reginald Baraclough that 
;had given him the address of Teddy Carey on this 
eventful day. 

"Is Mf. Carey staying here, ma'am ? " asked Bolger, 
in a persuasive voice. 

"Yes, sir, but he is not in at present; he is at the 
funeral of a little girl who has died in Bakehouse 
Yard. Can you leave a message ? " 

" No, thank you, ma'am ; I will go and try to 
find him. Do you know when he is likely to leave 
Hawkinstone ? " 

"I am sure I don't," answered the lady in black; 
" if you know Mr. Carey, you will understand that he 
will stay as long as possible." 

"What do you mean, good lady? Has he some 
relations in the town ? " 
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" Not as I know of, but he has a sweetheart, and is 
seldom at our house since he came on Saturday ; and 
when Miss Fryer and him do get married, there won't 
be a finer couple in the North of England." 

" Good morning, ma'am," and Bolger slowly left the 
door, and wended his way mechanically to Bakehouse 
Yard. 

John Fryer was the principal witness against him at 
the sessions when he was sent to penal servitude, but 
John Fryer was the first to give him good advice 
when he entered Hawkinstone, and the first to 
acknowledge him after the sentence; and now he 
might have to face him if he wanted to see Carey, and 
his disguised name and past career would be exposed, 
and his children would taunt him for leaving their 
mother, and indirectly causing her death ! 

With thoughts such as these Bolger entered the 
bar which adjoined Bakehouse Yard, and in which a 
motley group were assembled, with glasses and pots 
in front of them, of all shapes and sizes, and contain- 
ing a varied assortment of liquor. 

Addressing an intelligent-looking woman, whose 
head was the only one that could boast of a bonnet, 
he said : — 

" Has the funeral left the yard ? " 

" Yes, sor, it's been gone a quarter of an hour, and a 
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nate-looking, dacent funeral it was, thanks to Mr. 
Fryer and Teddy, the doctor's man as was," answered 
the woman with the bonnet 

" Is Mr. Carey any relative to the little girl ? " 

" No, sor, he's taken the funeral out of the hands of 
the parish ; him and Mr. Fryer, the contractor that 
my masther works for, and the dacentest little man in 
the county. The poor little lambkin lost her mother 
a few years since, and the spalpeen of a father — bad 
cess to him I — got five years, and niwer came back." 

" What was his name ? " 

" Frank Addison ; but lawks-a-days, man, don't look 
that way. Did you know him ? " 

"Slightly," muttered Bolger, with a gasp, as he 
pulled the felt hat over his eyes. 

" Is the brother— little Willie— is he living ? " asked 
Bolger faintly. 

" Oh yes ! " joined in several voices ; " a sharper lad 
isn't to be found in Hawkinstone." 

Bolger put half-a-crown into the hand of the woman 
with the bonnet, and calling a cab, he reached the 
gates of the cemetery as the mourners were leaving. 

Hurrying past a few stragglers on the broad gravel 
walk, he crossed the green sward, and was soon beside 
the open grave ; as the gravedigger was lifting the 
first portion of soil to close it for ever. 
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4t Hold," said Bolger, as the man paused ; and 
getting on his knees, he bent over the coffin, and 
read the simple inscription on the breastplate : — 

$ub §tpt. 23, 1854. 

When Bolger rose from his position, his left hand 
clutched his breast, and looking up to heaven, with a 
great sob that shook his powerful frame, he gasped : 
" Here, by the grave of my dead child, I vow to raise 
a monument to her memory — a monument that the 
world may look up tb-r-a monument that shall make 
itself felt ; and if her childish eyes, or those of my lost 
wife, can look from spirit-land, they will find that the 
words on that monument will be Honesty, Industry, 
Temperance, and Charity, and the monument will be 
the work of a * temple not wrought by hands, eternal 
in the heavens.' " 

The gravedigger, with his dark eyes and bent form, 
gazed upon Bolger with a degree of pity and surprise 
he had never felt since he handled a pick or lifted a 
shovel. 

He saw before him the remnants of a mis-spent 
life, but amongst the remnants there was a little 
spark that had now been fanned into a flame by this 
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unlooked-for loss, and who can doubt that some 
guardian angel, in its mission of love, was lingering 
over that open grave ? 

As Bolger returned to Hawkinstone through the 
fields, his mind was a chaos of conflicting thoughts. 

Thankfulness to Mr. Fryer and Carey was blended 
with his longing to clasp little Willie to his breast, and 
cling to him as the last object upon which he could 
lavish all a father's care, and repay in love and kind- 
ness to him the neglect he had shewn to his lost 
wife and poor Lilly. 

But could he do this without exposing his true 
name and the stigma attached thereto ? 

This question was still puzzling him as he sat 
down to tea in the neat little parlour of Barker's 
Temperance Hotel. 

The poetic feelings of Bolger were aroused by the 
thoughts of his lost child. 

There is nothing in the world so awful to look upon 
as death, and its effect upon our lives, whfen the lost 
one is a near relative, ought never to be erased from 
our memory. 

Death is one of the many lessons sent to shew us 
how near we are to the heavenly portals ; and how 
much happier we must feel when we are assured the 
end of our departed relations and friends is peace. 
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It was in a similar strain that Bolger reasoned as 
he quietly sipped his tea, and afterwards drew a 
writing-desk before him, and wrote the following 
poem: — 

Oh yes ! Bright Days will Come Again. 

Oh yes ! bright days will come again, 

Tho' now the sky's o'ercast ; 
Let hope entwine her faithful vine 

Around your hearts at last. 

Oh yes ! bright days will come again, 

Do not to sorrow bow ; 
Christ once proclaimed with love unfeigned, 

" My peace I leave with you. M 

Oh yes ! bright days will come again, 

If you but only strive 
To seek in prayer relief from care, 

And keep the soul alive. 

Oh yes ! bright days will come again, 

The Christian mission now 
Brings you good news, embrace its views, 

And you will never rue. 

Oh yes ! bright days will come again, 

Let nothing cause you fear ; 
Walk in the light, do what is right, 

That angels deck your bier. 
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And then bright days will come again, 

When we shall meet those who 
Have gone before to that blessed shore, 

To join the chosen few. 

The mind of Bolger was much eased when he 
finished these verses, and he mentally began to form 
his plans, in order to secure an interview witrf Carey. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



THE THREATENING LETTER. 




>N one of the numerous courts in the 
neighbourhood of Great Sackville Street, 
Dublin, a brass plate might have been 
seen "at one time bearing the following inscription, 
" Ragan & Mullin, Attorneys-at-law and Public 
Notaries," and a further inspection would have shewn 
that the house to which the plate was attached had 
been converted into offices many years previously. 

The ground floor consisted of two rooms : the first 
on the right being the " call office," in which the junior 
clerks answered inquiries, copied letters, posted the 
books, drafted deeds, mortgages, etc. 

The room behind this was much larger, and fur- 
nished with a centre table, a dozen hair-seated chairs, 
an oil painting or two with old-fashioned gilded 
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frames, and looked a likely apartment to hold an 
inquest or discuss the balance-sheet of a debtor at a 
meeting of his creditors. 

But this room was set apart for general business 
purposes, and was mostly occupied by Gordon Dwyer, 
the head clerk to the firm, and two articled pupils in 
the mazes of the law. 

On reaching the second landing two doors faced 
you, covered with green baize, bearing the names of 
the respective partners, and each marked " Private." 

The remaining portion of the house consisted of two 
rooms and an attic, occupied by Long Barney and his 
wife Biddy McCann, who kept the office in order and 
otherwise attended as doorkeepers to the firm. 

The private office of Mr. Ragan was elegantly fur- 
nished, and looked more like the library of some 
gentleman's mansion, until you cast your eye over the 
numerous deed-chests piled on one side, and each 
marked with the name of the owner ; huge piles of 
manuscript occupied the apertures in a beautiful 
mahogany escritoire, and a large safe in the corner 
gave a sense of security and a vague idea that the 
contents of this room could unfold the private affairs 
of many landed proprietors and wealthy citizens. 

Randal Ragan was seated in his private office, with 
the wife of one of his numerous clients, upon the day 
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of the visit of Mr. Dvvyer and Bolger to Chillingham, 
and from the expression of his countenance he seemed 
perplexed. 

In describing the worthy lawyer, I am reminded of 
the visionary ideas of Wordsworth in one of his 
beautiful sonnets. 

Wordsworth tells us how he stood on a headland 
and gazed on a sea full of ships — some lying still, some 
verging up and down, and others passing to-and-fro ; 
and he has, with poetic feeling, told us how his atten- 
tion was fixed on one vessel alone, and how he 
doubted of her mission, but felt sure, with the cer- 
tainty of love, that where she went the winds must 
follow, till his questionings were answered, as she laid 
her course due north and vanished in the distance. 

It is oft with feelings like these we survey from a 
distance the forms that come and go on the pictured 
page of history. 

There is the same vague but strong attraction which 
makes us cling to some characters — either because 
they are blessed with some particular ingenuity, or 
apparelled in the habiliments of genius, or because 
they seem to have closed with a loftier ideal than that 
to which we have attained ; and as we gather more 
knowledge of them we feel convinced that by loyalty 
to truth and right their implicit faith in their 
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religious or political creed will at length master 
circumstances. 

It is in thus watching their career we come to learn 
that in the shaking of the minds of men in storm and 
doubt, and in the waves of persecution, their course 
has been regulated undeviatingly by the great 
northern stars of Duty and Hope. 

Randal Ragan was seventy years of age, but his 
tall, commanding figure was as straight as an arrow, 
and his dark piercing eye had lost little of the 
brilliancy of youth. 

The silver locks which hung in wavy ringlets over 
a snow-white collar, and almost reached his coat, 
added an air of veneration to his pleasant countenance 
as he listened to the words of his client. 

The latter was a lady of commanding appearance, 
and strictly patrician in her style of address. 

This was Lady Roach, the sister of Brian 
O'Shausney, alias Patrick Trenchard. 

" I tell you, Mn Ragan," she was saying, " I have 
come to you because you were my father's family 
lawyer, and although Mr. Cassidy acts for Lord 
Ro&ch, I felt it my duty to come to you first. After 
receiving this strange note this morning, pray do tell 
me if my brother is still alive, and if my darling 
Ethel — for whom I acted as bridesmaid many years 
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ago— is now at Abbey Grange, Castle Abbey, or 
sharing the enforced seclusion of poor Brian ?" 

Before Mr. Ragan replied, he held out his hand for 
the dirty piece of paper Lady Roach held between her 
trembling fingers, and read the following words : — 

" Lady Roach, — Your brother is alive ; now for our revenge. 
Your husband, curse him, took my things and turned me out of 
home and shelter, and I'll get at him through Brian O'Shausney. 
He has wasted the substance of your brother, as trustee under 
your father's will, but every penny he will now have to pay. 
Oh, but this is grand ! a bullet might have finished him before 
now, had he not been in India, but as he has arrived in London, 
our boys are watching him, and before many days the ghost of 
Brian O'Shausney will ask him for an account of his birthright. 

" Dogherty Dick, M.S.S." 

" This missive," said Mr. Ragan firmly, " is the 
outburst of a diseased mind. I receive much worse 
than this; some of them are embellished with the 
cross-bones and death's head, and find their way into 
my waste-basket." 

" But is my brother alive, Mr. Ragan ? This man, 
whoever he is, seems positive on this point. You know 
how unhappy I have lived with his lordship; you 
know that his wild and reckless career has not only 
reduced my subsidy, but has made the estates of my 
late father an encumbered heirship, should my brother 
come to claim his title." 
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" Any information I can give, Lady Roach, would 
do you no good. It is impossible for your brother to 
claim his estates until he receives an order from the 
War Office, backed by the Home Secretary, and his 
sentence of transportation is rescinded at the hands 
of our Government. You know he escaped, and was 
last heard of at Sydney" 

" But, dear Mr. Ragan, you evade my question ; is 
he alive ? You know how I loved my brother, and how 
I was drawn to his wife when he left Ireland to join 
his regiment in the Peninsular, and how sad was our 
parting when she sailed to New South Wales in search 
of Brian." 

" If it will ease your mind, Lady Roach, I can assure 
you that Brian O'Shausney is alive, and that he is a 
refugee in the land of his birth. Sit still please ; my 
strict sense of honour forbids me giving you a clue to 
his whereabouts, but I may add that I was about 
to visit London and have an interview with Lord 
Roach, now that he has returned from India, and this 
threatening letter has strengthened my intentions, 
and I shall write to my agents to-night" 

"Thanks, dear Mr. Ragan, for this information; 

but tell me about Ethel. Is she with her husband, 

my brother?" 

"Ethel O'Shausney has been dead some years," 

16 
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answered Mr. Ragan, as he cast a wistful glance at 
the safe which contained within its recesses the letter, 
ring, and certificate already referred to. 

" Poor Ethel ! I had given them both up, but now 
I have something to live for; I have ten thousand 
pounds a-year in my own right. Brother Brian shall 
have all, if he will come to the Nab and live with me." 

This was said by Lady Roach in a dreamy sort of 
way, as if speaking to herself; and seeing that no 
further information was vouchsafed by the old law- 
yer, she shortly afterwards entered her carriage, and 
ordered the coachman home. 

Mr. Ragan sat a long time in deep thought after 
Lady Roach left the room. The threatening letter 
was in front of him, and as he turned it over, he said 
to himself: — 

" The crisis has come at last, and the death or glory 
of O'Shausney hangs in the balance. He little knows 
that I have held hid secret more than twenty years, 
and that a word from me would have destroyed the 
happiness of his retreat Poor Brian ! it was better 
for you that you secured the object of your affections, 
and for a time enjoyed the peace and happiness to 
be found in the unalloyed faith of a trusting heart; 
whilst Randal Ragan has had to mourn in secret over 
the blighted hopes of a foolish passion." 
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As Mr. Ragan muttered these words he touched a 
bell that stood near him, and told the clerk who 
answered the summons to send Barney McCann to 
him at once. 

The tall form of the old soldier was soon beside 
his master, and his face wore a puzzled look as Mr. 
Ragan handed him the threatening letter, and said 
kindly : — 

" Put your specks on, Barney, and tell me if you 
know that writing." 

It would be ftilty ten minutes before Long Barney 
completed his inspection of the document, and then 
said deliberately : — 

" Yes, sor, it's been and wrote by Jock Garrity, a 
prominent member of a sactet society that mates 
iwery Sunday avening." 

" Where does he live ? " asked • Mr. Ragan, bringing 
his diary towards him. 

" He lives in Bracken Strate, No. 17." 

" What does he work at ? " 

"He's a labourer on the Quay, and his wife tikes 
in lodgers." 

" Has she any lodgers now ? " 

"Yes, sor, the tall gintleman that's a confidential 
correspondent, called Mr. Adam Bolger, that's a friend 
of Mr. Dwyer." 
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" How did you get this information, Barney ? " 

This made Barney wince, but he knew Mr. Ragan 
would take no equivocation, and he had too good a 
place to risk offending him, or creating any suspicion. 

" I was 'long with him last night, and Mr. Dwyer 
sent me on horseback to Newbridge, because his 
swateheart has run away with a Belfast gintleman ." 

"What was the name of the lady who so much 
interested Mr. Dwyer ? " 

" They call her Norah Trenchard, son" 

It was Mr. Ragan's turn now to feel uneasy, and he 
was visibly excited as he demanded, in a peremptory 
tone, that Barney should tell him all about the elope- 
ment ; and when he had got fairly under way, Barney 
made a good story of it, and added, " I got to Chil- 
lingham Cottage about half-past ten last night, sor, 
and if the divil had tried to make an explosion in the 
house of Mr. Trenchard, that note of Mr. Dwyer*s was 
that same explosion. He stamped, he swore, and 
narely frightened the ould black woman into a fit, 
and the sarvant ran into the pantry. At last he 
shouted : — 

" ' An O'Shausney niwer said die ; I'm like a hunted 
rat. To h— 1 with the English law ; I'll go to Castle 
Abbey, 111 demand my Ethel, and then appeal to the 
House of Lords. Ah ! — ah ! ' and as he laughed a 
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hoarse laugh he caught sight of me, and sprang at my 
throat like a Bengal tiger, but you know, Maister 
Ragan, Long Barney is used to attacks for many years, 
and the only attack I can't defate is an attack of 
rheumatism, if you will excuse the joke." 

"Go on, Barney," interrupted Mr. Ragan sternly, 
" this is no subject for a joke." 

" Well, sor, begging yer pardon," said Barney, pul- 
ling a lock of hair with a jerk, " we had a short tuzzle, 
until I laid him gintly on his back as he was gasping 
for breath, and it was not till then that I recognised 
our favourite Captain of the — th, not having sane 
him since we mounted the braitch together at Badajoz. 
By jabers, didn't hfe jump when I gave him the word 
to charge, and the password in Spanish used at Robi- 
eon and Vimeria. Depend on it, Mr. Ragan, there's 
some good stuff in the O'Shausneys, and I didn't lave 
him without passing the hand of brotherhood ; and if 
it is in the business of Brian O'Shausney yoti want 
me, Barney McCann is the boy that'll lose his life 
willingly in the sarvice of yourself and the Duke of 
Cloughan." 

"I believe so, Barney; order a close carriage at 
once— you c&n drive me to Newbridge." Although 
this was hastily said, Long Barney seemed tb be in thd 
street before the echo died away in the attic above. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE FATE OF NORAH. 

|ND what was the fate of Norah Tren- 
chard during these exciting scenes at 
Chillingham ? 

In a beautiful apartment, furnished in the most 
costly manner, and forming part of a villa in the 
neighbourhood of St. John's Wood, she was sitting in 
an easy chair gazing into the fire, with her thoughts 
taking curious turns. 

Reginald Baraclough had gone to the city in search 
of Josiah, and she was anxiously awaiting his return. 

It may easily be imagined how the wealthy linen 
manufacturer had worked upon the sensitive mind of 
poor Norah. 

The first impulse which brought her from Chilling- 
ham was the love she had for Josiah, and the want of 
confidence displayed by her father. 
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She was not of an unstable nature ; there was an 
amount of calibre in her mind that only had to be 
roused to shew itself. But what chance had she with 
the venal, unprincipled Baraclough, whose handsome 
features and glozing words held now a temporary 
glamour over her? 

Oh, how she longed for the presence of Larry ! 

It was the first journey from her peaceful home. 
Hitherto the towns of Dublin and Belfast were the 
limit of her visits, and then the protecting arm of 
Larry held her dainty hand, whilst the volatile 
Josiah described the sights to be seen in these 
beautiful emporiums of Ireland's greatness ! 

So far, Reginald Baraclough had conducted him- 
self as a perfect gentleman, and shewed so much 
anxiety for her comfort on crossing to Holyhead, and 
afterwards securing rooms at Merv Villa, with an 
experienced maid to attend her every wants, that 
Norah felt more drawn towards him than ever, and 
looked upon him with the confidence displayed on the 
Dublin Quay, when Larry embarked on board the 
transport. 

Baraclough had told her that the allied troops had 
defeated the Russians at Alma, and that the regiment 
to which Larry was attached had displayed great 
valour, and that his name was not amongst the slain. 
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The picture of the battle was so vividly coloured by 
Reginald Baraclough that Norah forgot her fears, 
especially when her companion sat down to send a 
telegram to her father, giving the joyful news, and 
adding a few consoling remarks about their own wel- 
fare, and their anxious search for Josiah. 

About nine o'clock Reginald Baraclough returned, 
with, of course, no tidings of Josiah. 

" I have been," said Mr. Baraclough, " to the hotel 
in which he boarded for some weeks, and also to the 
club we both used, but they have no news; yet, 
Norah dear, London is a large place, and he only left 
Chillingham on Friday. He may have been detained 
at Liverpool; it was too late to see any one at 
Lincoln's Inn, and to-morrow we shall find him." 

And as he spoke he drew her towards him, and for 
more than two hours he enjoyed the society of the 
unsuspecting Norah, and poured tales of love into her 
ears, and when he left he promised to see her in the 
morning. 

That night Norah dispensed with the service of her 
maid, and knelt in the privacy of her chamber, to ask 
for courage to support her in findirig Josiah, allaying 
the fears of her father, and giving strength to Larry 
in his efforts to attain military glory. 

As Reginald Baraclough left Merv Villa, a man 
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with an elastic step, and in height a little over five 
feet, emerged from a clump of trees on the opposite 
side of the road ; his ordinary shoes must have been 
covered with rubber goloshes, for his steps could 
not be heard as he followed the unsuspecting linen 
manufacturer. 

In order to shew my readers how this man came to 
be in the neighbourhood of Merv Villa, I must follow 
the actions of Mr. Gordon Dwyer after Bolger left 
him the previous evening. 

The kind-hearted and over-affectionate mother of 
Mr. Dwyer was startled at the breakfast table, on 
this particular Monday morning, by an announce- 
ment from her son that he was going to England 
for a few days to spend his customary holidays. 

I say over-affectionate, because she had shut her 
eyfes to many of her son's faults, and allowed him 
more than the full length of the tether that should 
restrict over-indulgence in parents. 

Of course Mr. Dwyer made a glowing speech, in 
which business was hinted at, and his own aggrandise- 
ment warmly petitioned; and last, but not least, he 
described the perils that might overtake his friend 
Josiah Trenchard, if he did not immediately set off 
to find him. 

At last the necessary funds were provided, a few 
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tears left on the refined features of the warm-hearted 
widow, a note despatched to the office of Messrs. 
Ragan & Mullin, and Mr. Dwyer found himself in an 
express train for Belfast. 

This may surprise my readers, but Gordon Dwyer 
was too astute* to hurry to London without having 
some trace, however small, by which he could find 
Reginald Baraclough. 

On the terrace of Spigot Lodge he met Julia, and 
lifting his hat, commenced to worm himself into her 
feelings by warm eulogiums on the weather, and 
gradually drew the conversation to her brother. 

As Miss Julia handled the tinted card of Mr. 
Dwyer, she looked with a degree of pleasure on the 
handsome features of the visitor to Spigot Lodge, and 
was " drawn out " at once. 

" Oh, Reginald is at Harrogate," she said eagerly, 
" enjoying himself wonderfully. He has sent us such 
a beautiful horse — as quiet as a lamb. This morning 
we have a Harrogate paper, with such wonderful 
speeches at a banquet (!) he has been giving at the 
Crown Hotel. My word, since he was in London 
there is no holding our Reggy — he carries everybody 
by storm ; and I expect the wedding will be the talk 
of English newspapers for months." 

"Indeed," said Mr. Dwyer calmly; "who is the 
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fortunate lady that is going to be so honoured to enter 
the family of the wealthy Baracloughs ? " 

"I thought you would have known, as you have 
such a knowledge of my brother ; her name is Miss 
Bryson, the daughter of Colonel Bryson of Wacker- 
field Hall, in the North of England." 

"Thanks, Miss Baraclough. I'm afraid I am 
taking you from the house, and I want to see your 
father." 

" Then your journey is in vain, unless you go back 
into Belfast There is a directors' meeting at the bank 
this morning, and he will not be at home, until three, 
at which time we dine. Can I assist you ; I am the 
private secretary or letter- writer?" Miss Julia said, 
with a laugh, as she commenced to pull some flowers 
from a large terra-cotta ornament on the lawn. 

" My holidays commence to-day, and I am about to 
join some friends in London, to commence a shooting 
expedition on the Yorkshire moors, and I thought 
Mr. Baraclough could have recommended me to an 
hotel in London, as I have never been in England," 
answered Mr. Dwyer with effrontery, and that non- 
chalant style he could so well assume. 

* I can easily do you that little service. My brother 
stayed at the Salisbury during the two years he was 
in London, and I am sure if you mention your name, 
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and the acquaintance between you, there will be no 
difficulty in finding good quarters." 

This was sufficient ; Gordon Dwyer had gained his 
point, and after thanking Julia with many squeezes of 
the hand (which she seemed to appreciate), he was 
soon afterwards crossing the Channel, en route for the 
great metropolis of the world. 

Although Mr. Dwyer made his first acquaintance 
with London on this particular journey, the correspon- 
dence he had conducted for years on behalf of Messrs. 
Ragan & Mullin had made him seem personally 
acquainted with the London agents of the firm, and 
it was not long before one of the principal clerks of 
the establishment and him were on the best of terms. 

Mr. Andrew Bertram was the picture of a city 
clerk ; tall and thin, with sharp angular eyebrows, a 
high forehead, dark brown eyes, and carried about 
with him an easy self-assuring grace that led Mr. 
Dwyer to put confidence in him at once. 

" I never heard of such a thing," said Mr. Bertram, 
after he had listened to Mr. Dwyer's account of the 
elopement. "You may depend he means mischief. 
Now, my first advice is to go to the hotel used by 
Mr. Josiah Trenchard when over here doing the 
passage through the Straits, for if he is in London, 
he has no necessity to keep hh movements a secret" 
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"What do you mean by passing through the 
Straits? 

" Why, you stupid," replied Mr. Bertram, laughing, 
u I mean when he was here passing the Incorporated 
Law Society's Exam." 

This conversation brought them to the hotel in 
Bouverie Street, but no Josiah had been there, and 
leaving Mr. Dwyer for about twenty minutes, Mr. 
Bertram was not long in reaching the Salisbury, and 
receiving the assurance that Mr. Reginald Baraclough 
and a lady were dining on the second floor.' 

As Mr. Bertram was returning down Fleet Street 
he met a little sharp-featured man, and beckoned him 
to follow, and the pair were soon in the parlour of a 
fashionable restaurant. 

" Busy, Mr. Dalton ? " queried Mr. Bertram. 

" No, sir ; I have served the last writ to-day, and 
unless something turns up at the Benches in the 
morning, I shall run down to Brighton in Oliver v. 
Munroe, that comes off at Queen's Bench next month. 
I may earn a trifle by watching defendant and his 
satellites. Anything in the wind, Mr. Bertram ?" 

" Yes, Dalton ; I have to put an elopement in your 
hands. A certain Belfast linen manufacturer, named 
Reginald Baraclough, is staying at the Salisbury 
Hotel; he's there now with the girl. Never lose 
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sight of him, and report to me in the morning the 
whole of his movements. Do you understand ? " 

"Perfectly, Mr. Bertram," answered the private 
detective, and pocketing the sovereign placed in his 
palm, he glided from the restaurant, and wias lost in 
the crowded street 

When Mr. Bertram reached the Sussex Hotel he 
explained to Mr. Dwyer the course he had taken, and 

received that gentleman's warmest thanks. 

# # # # * 

It was not long before Long Barriey arrived in front 
of Ragan & Mullin's office with a close carriage, 
drawn by two powerful horses, and Mr. Ragan was 
soon comfortably seated and on the road to New- 
bridge. 

Within a small valise he had carefully concealed the 
marriage certificate, ring, and last letter of Ethel 
O'Shausney. 

As the carriage drew up in front of Chillingham 
Cottage, Dolly was looking out, and rushed towards it 
with an eager and anxious look, but when Long 
Barney opened the door she drew back— her darling 
Norah was not within. 

Dolly mechanically led the way to the drawing- 
room, and it was not till Mr. Ragan had taken a seat 
that he inquired for Mr. Trenchard. 
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"Oh, sir," cried Dolly, sobbing, "they're all gone 
away. Massa left this morning to find Norah, who 
left here yesterday with Mr. Baraclough, and I cannot 
tell where they have gone. If any harm should come 
to my darling Norah, it will kill poor Dolly. ,, 

This was startling news to Mr. Ragan, and finding 
that nothing further could be gleaned from the half- 
caste, he used all the kindness he could form into 
words of assurance that they were safe, and soon after 
ordered Barney to drive him to the bank in Newbridge. 

Here Mr. Ragan obtained a clue as soon as he had 
told the manager his business. 

"All the information I can give," said the kind- 
hearted manager, " you shall receive with pleasure, as 
I have only just heard of the elopement of Miss 
Norah. Mr. Trenchard called this morning at my 
house in a very excited state, and asked if there was a 
letter at the bank for him from England, and receiving 
a negative reply, he gave vent to his wrath in strong 
language, and asking for some paper he requested me 
to write down his instructions, and as your name is 
mentioned, here is the document, signed by himself," 
and the worthy manager handed Mr. Ragan the 
following memoranda : — 

"To Lawrence Craythorne, Esq., Manager, Newbridge 
Bank,— I am leaving Chillingham Cottage for an indefinite 
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period ; in fact, I may never return until I find my child. My 
last will and testament is in the hands of my son Josiah, and 
simply means an equal division of my real and personal estate 
between my three children. 

" After I have left this house twelve hours, I hereby order you 
to make up my account, and hand the balance to Randal Ragan, 
Esq., of the firm of Ragan & Mullin, Dublin, to whom I will 
alone communicate ; and any letter or other matters connected 
with my house must be at once sent to him, but nothing 
therein shall be interfered with without his instructions. As 
witness my hand, this 25th day of September 1854. 

"Patrick Trenchard." 

The reading of these strange instructions would 
have upset an ordinary mind, with the secret of 
Patrick Trenchard before them, but to Mr. Ragan it 
was otherwise; more trying scenes than this had 
passed before his vision. 

Here was the last testament of a man who had 
penal servitude before his eyes, and similar documents 
he had witnessed was connected with the passage of 
his clients to the unseen world. 

There was hope for Patrick Trenchard, if he could 
find him, by an appeal to the House of Lords. 

" When did he visit your house, Mr. Craythorne ? n 

" This morning, Mr. Ragan, before six o'clock, and 
as it is not three yet, the twelve hours have not 
expired, and I presume we must follow Mr. Tren- 
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chard's instructions. Did you know about this strange 
elopement and his sudden departure ? " 

"Not until a few hours ago, and you need not 
trouble to send a statement of his account, or the 
money, until you hear from me ; and I beg of you to 
keep his flight a secret" As Mr. Ragan said this in 
a firm voice, he rose to go, and the worthy manager 
bowed his visitor out 

The carriage had not left the bank many minutes 
before Mr. Ragan pulled the check string, and ordered 
Barney not to stop until they reached Dublin. 

About an hour after their arrival the mail boat was 
steaming out of the beautiful harbour, and ploughing 
the waters as though a thing of life, and that Liverpool 
must be reached before another day shed its light 
above the horizon. 

Pacing that part of the boat set apart for passengers 
who had booked first-class, was a tall, muffled figure, 
the firmness of whose step denoted decision of char- 
acter; and a close observer might have noticed the 
silvery locks of Mr. Randal Ragan. 

Within the forecastle, spinning yarns to the sailors, 

and occasionally helping himself from a dark-coloured 

bottle containing his favourite potheen, was Barney 

McCann, better known as Long Barney from Badajoz* 

They were en route to Castle Abbey, 

17 
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A RE-UNION AT BEECH HOUSE. 




5T was a wet and disagreeable night that 
found the family of Mr. Fryer assembled 
around the fire in the sitting-room at 
Beech House, after the funeral of Lilly Addison. 

Willie sat upon a stool gazing into the fire, and ever 
and anon looked up when Mr. Fryer addressed his 
wife, or made some remarks as he noticed the animated 
conversation between Looah and Carey, who were 
discussing the merits of several books that graced 
the centre table. 

The proprietor of Beech House was a self-made 
man. He had come to England when the collieries 
in the county of Durham were first developing into 
large manufacturing centres, and before iron became 
a staple industry. 
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By birth John Fryer was an Irishman, and prided 
himself, at the time we Write, on being the only Irish 
farmer for many miles round Hawkinstone, and all 
who knew him were never known to harbour an ill- 
feeling against the pleasant little contractor. He was 
one of those men who carry their troubles lightly, and 
if he made a loss by Ay contract — through bad debts 
or unfavourable weather — he would quietly remark to 
his wife, " Never mind, dear, we shall do better next 
time." 

The password of Mr. Fryer to an honourable 
position was u Work ;" and if he had been mayor of 
the borough that had shewn so much improvement 
under his care, his insignia during office might have 
been the picture of a navvy leaning on a pick. 

"Come with me, Teddy/' said Mr. Fryer; " I want 
a smoke, and the ladies will excuse us for a few 
minutes," and he led the way into a snug little parlour, 
or smoke-room, in rear of the house. 

As soon as they were seated, and had charged their 
pipes, Mr. Fryer said kindly : — 

"Now, Teddy, tell me your adventures since you 
left Hawkinstone, and your present prospects in life ?" 

* Upon the advice of Mrs, Clayton, two years ago," 
answered Carey, " I. replied to an advertisement in a 
London paper, and obtained a situation as valet to 
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Reginald Baraclough, Esq., of Spigot Lodge, Belfast, 
and joined him in London, in which place we have 
been until a few weeks ago, when we returned to 
Spigot Lodge, and afterwards came to Harrogate on a 
visit to Colonel Bryson of Wackerfield Hall, after 
whom my master was called, and whose daughter he 
expects to marry. I have a good salary, and a 
gentleman's life." 

"But your master, Carey; is he a prudent and 
conscientious man ? The tone of your voice implies 
something different in his character." 

"As for that," answered Teddy, blushing, "he was 
a bit fast in London ; he has plenty of money, and 
as far as I am concerned he seemed to attend the 
counting-house and learn his business regularly, and 
I know he received a warm reception from his father 
upon his return to Spigot Lodge." 

"How old is he, Carey?" 

"Twenty-four." 

"Well, I am glad you are comfortable. How did 
you like Harrogate ? " 

" It is a beautiful place, Mr. Fryer, but I was much 
more delighted with a visit to Castle Abbey, and had 
quite an adventure; and when I think it over, the 
whole affair seems like a romance." 

"Tell me all about it, Carey, if it interests you." 
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And Carey disclosed the whole of the particulars— 
from his meeting with the old sexton, and his sub- 
sequent visit to Abbey Farm to secure the ring and 
the letter found in the coffin of Ethel O'Shausney, and 
concluded by saying : — 

" I know I can trust you with the old sexton's secret, 
and you no doubt wonder why I should take such an 
interest in the affairs of this unhappy lady, but I was 
somehow drawn into her history, and even now feel a 
longing to continue the search for her husband. My 
own life has been to me such an enigma since I mixed 
with the world, that I have a longing to clear up the 
mystery of my birth," 

" But surely, Carey, you do not connect your life 
with that of Ethel O'Shausney ? " 

"Certainly not, Mr. Fryer; but the words on the 
headstone gives me a fellow-feeling towards her, and 
if I can, in my humble way, bring any influence to 
bear on Lord Snarcliffe, I feel I shall be only doing 
my duty : and although you have consented to allow 
me to consider Looah my affianced wife, the twelve 
months I have to wait may clear up the mystery 
surrounding my birth, and bring about a greater claim 
on your favours." 

"It cannot, Carey. You are pressed in the right 
iriould; only I could never understand how Dr. 
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Clayton's coachman has gained such an influence 
over the affections of my bright-haired Looah." 

"It is easily explained. You will remember the 
severe illness of Mrs. Fryer a few years ago. Well, 
at that time I enjoyed the full confidence of Dr. 
Clayton, and often he has pictured to me the devotion 
shewn by Looah to her affectionate mother. If 
medicine had to be brought in the dead of night, 
or a visit to be asked of the doctor, it was Looah who 
came to the surgery, and it was at these times- 
anxious times — I noticed the sweetness of your 
daughter's character ; and, Mr. Fryer, a daughter who 
shews such an undying affection for her mother 
cannot but gain the esteem of any one who appreciates 
the noblest qualities in woman, and that esteem led to 
love and its ultimate avowal." 

Mr. Fryer waited to the end of this enthusiastic 
declaration, and then he rose, with tears in his eyes, 
and warmly shook the hand of Carey. 

His heart was too full to speak. 

The front door bell here rung, and the servant 
entered the smoke-room with a card bearing the name 
of "AdamBolger." 

Mr. Fryer ordered the servant to shew the visitor 
into the library. 
.* The tall, commanding figure of Bolger took the 
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attention of Mj. Fryer with more than ordinary 
interest He expected to meet some one connected 
with a large draining contract in Yorkshire. 

" Sit down, sir, and tell me your business" said Mr. 
Fryer in an abrupt tone, 

" I have come a long way to see Edward Carey, and 
I understand he is here." 

" Yes, sir, I have just left him to receive you," said 
Mr. Fryer curiously. 

"I hope I have not disturbed you, Mr. Fryer. I 
only arrived by this afternoon express, and have not 
had an opportunity of finding him at his lodgings." 

" No, you would not find Carey ; he has been acting 
the part of a Christian towards a poor girl in whom I 
was interested." 

Bolger looked at the animated and pleasant features 
of Mr. Fryer, and an impulse he could not restrain 
caused him to half-rise from his chair, which attracted 
the attention of Mr. Fryer, and Bolger saw at once 
that he was recognised. 

" Frank Addison ! " exclaimed Mr. Fryer, rising to 
his feet, " what means this subterfuge ? Why not have 
disclosed yourself at once ? Surely the punishment 
you have received will have led you into a higher and 
nobler life ; say that it is so, and you have my hand." 

At these words Bolger made a step forward, and 
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with a great sob held out his hand,, and said tremb- 
lingly:— 

* Mr. Fryer, on my bended knees I have prayed 
long and earnestly during the past few weeks in 
order to gain strength to lead a new life ; certainly, 
embezzlement is another name for theft, yet I never 
deliberately stole anything in my life; but when I 
stood beside the open grave of my child, and heard 
of your goodness — your noble philanthropy — I felt 
like a giant renewed with strength. Turn me out of 
the house if you like, but let me see my boy — let me 
clasp him to my breast, and feel I have one link to 
bind me to earth/' 

Here Bolger sat down and sobbed like a child, and 
Mr. Fryer gently left the room. 

When Bolger lifted his head a pair of loving arms 
clasped his neck, and a boyish voice sounded through 
the house. 

"It is my own dear father, that mother prayed 
for!" 

I will draw a curtain over the friendly greetings 
that Bolger received on all sides, and will simply 
relate the business which had brought him to Haw- 
kinstone, and which he began to unfold as soon as 
Mrs. Fryer, on a hint from her husband, had con- 
ducted Looah and little Willie from the room. 
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" The business which has brought me to Hawkin- 
stone, Mr. Carey, apart from my desire to see my 
children, requires your assistance, or rather you will 
have to choose between serving an unscrupulous 
master or counteracting his sinister designs upon an 
innocent girl." 

These remarks made Carey glance towards Mr. 
Fryer, and both of them eagerly asked Bolger to 
proceed. 

"A few words will suffice," continued Bolger. 
"In one of the neat suburbs of Newbridge lived a 
gentleman named Patrick Trenchard, with his only 
daughter — a girl about twenty or thereabouts — and a 
son named Josiah ; the oldest son is in the Crimea. 
By some means or oth£r your master became bettCEr 
acquainted with the beautiful Norah than mere friend- 
ship with her brother would seem to warrant, and on 
Sunday afternoon he induced her to leave home, and 
they left Newbridge for Dublin in a close carriage, 
and have no doubt made their way to London. 

" By the same mail which brought me to Hawkin- 
stone you will receive a letter from Reginald Bara- 
clough, urging you to immediately join him at an 
hotel in London, the name of which is not mentioned. 
Mr. Carey, if you are a man you will give me the 
name of that hotel." 
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"Of course I will," answered Carey excitedly, "and 
accompany you to London, if that is your intention ; 
and woe be to Reginald Baraclough if he dares to 
hurt a hair of Norah Trenchard's head. The villain, I 
see through his character now, and it may be that God 
has willed I shall counteract his evil designs." 
. * Hear, hear," said Mr. Fryer ; u spoken like a man, 
Teddy. Do what is right, and good is sure to come of 
it ; never mind Reginald Baraclough, or his situation 
either. If it was ten times the money, don't let an 
innocent girl suffer," and turning to Bolger, he asked 
him when he thought about starting. 

" I propose we go by the midnight mail. A friend of 
mine is anxiously awaiting my arrival in London, and 
he is more than ordinarily interested in the young 
lady." 

Carey here left the library, saying he would go and 
pack up his portmanteau, and return within half-an- 
hour. 

As soon as Carey closed the door, Mr. Fryer drew 
his chair towards Bolger, and said kindly : — 

"I hope the world is looking favourably upon you, 
Mr. Addison. I cannot use your other name." 

a Well, sir, I cannot complain. At present I am 
in Dublin earning my living by my pen, but literary 
work is not much of a paying job." 
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" It is not, Frank, and something else must be found 
for you. Mr. Saunders is dead, but Mr. Rollins is 
still carrying on the business. We have had many a 
talk about you; he considered your sentence too 
severe, and so do I. Frank, you were welched, robbed* 
and forsaken by two or three of those smooth-faced 
gentry who prey on society such as yours. Do as you 
have done to-day, and stick to your resolves. Keep out 
of the gambling dens, and you have a friend in John 
Fryer; and I will look after your boy till you want 
him." 

* I believe that, sir, and you need not fear for me ; 
the lesson has come home at last. Do you know 
what became of my poor wife's Bible ? " 

"I have it here," and Mr. Fryer handed a neat 
parcel to Bolger — as I must still call him — and 
pointed to the geranium and calceolaria, and left the 
room to inform his wife of Carey's hasty departure ta 
London. 

The feelings of Bolger upon opening the family 
Bible can be easier imagined than described, and the 
record of his birth and that of his wife's, and after- 
wards the varied handwriting that recorded the birth 
of his two children, came before him as though he was- 
looking through a mist. 

No friendly hand had filled the space set apart to> 
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announce his wife's death, and now another short life 
had to be closed in the family record, and he alone, 
with the boy, were living to sustain the name of the 
Addison family. 

It was not long before Carey, who had received 
the letter of Reginald Baraclbugh at his lodgings, 
reappeared, and the rest of the evening was passed— 
the former with his beloved Looah, and Bolger in a 
friendly conversation with Mr. Fryer ; and the latter 
found that he still retained the business qualifications 
which had fitted him for the important situation as 
cashier for Rollins & Saunders, railway contractors, 
before his downfall. 

About 12.30 the mail was steaming south, and 
amongst the passengers were Bolger and Carey, en 
route for the metropolis. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

ON THE BATTLEFIELD. 

>AR away from dear Old England — away 
from the woods and dales of their native 
land, the homes of their childhood, and 
the fond recollections associated therewith — our brave 
soldiers were fighting for their queen and country. 

Only two amongst the thousands of allied troops 
that landed near the Old Fort Bay, in the Crimea, are 
interwoven with my story, and of these two I must 
follow Larry Trenchard. 

The history of the Crimean War is a chaos of 
misery, surprises, brilliant exploits, and last, but not 
least, jealousy and revenge; and whatever may be 
said by historians, the allied armies left the Crimea 
without much credit to themselves — and viewed 
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impartially, it cannot be considered a victorious 
campaign. 

Our troops certainly checked the despotic idea of 
the Czar, and taught his generals to respect our arms, 
but the administrative Cabinet at home, and the 
Radical clique who, like Dives, lived upon "good 
things," forgot the antithesis of the parable, and the 
true philanthropy which should pervade the medical 
and commissariat department of an army. 

"No man can serve two masters" was fully ex- 
emplified in the arrogance of the French before 
landing, and through some of the engagements in 
which our troops took part, owing no doubt to the 
unstable character of Marshal St. Arnaud, who was 
suffering from heart disease, which eventually closed 
his command. 

His lack of respect to the wishes of Lord Raglan 
amounted almost to an insult, and had the whole 
army been under the undivided leadership of the 
English general, the success at Alma would have 
been followed up, and Sebastopol would have fallen 
into the hands of the allies without the horrors of 
that memorable siege ! 

: Part of a letter found upon Larry after the battle of 
the Alma will better describe his state of mind upon 
finding himself on Russian soil. 
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"CampBagaili, 

Sept i8 y 1854. 

" My Dear Sister Norah,— At last I am in a real camp, 
but what a difference between this and the Curragh — between 
actual war operations and a sham-fight! Here we have no 
shelter, officers and men are all alike ; a few leaves and lavender 
for a bed, the open sky above us sending down torrents of rain 
for hours together. We have no tents, and those who have crept 
under the country carts may think themselves lucky. Our camp- 
fire is hissing and snorting with the wet ; and what with the 
cholera and other causes, many of our brave comrades have 
been buried in the sands, washed up by the waters of the Black 
Sea. Still, dear Norah, we keep up our hearts, and our spirits 
do not fag, and in a day or two we hope to come in sight of the 
enemy ; a few Cossacks are all we have seen so far. I hope you 
got safe home, and that Mr. Reginald Baraclough is kind to 
you, and will take my place until I return. Give my kind regards 
to him, my father, Josiah, and all friends, and tell nurse Dolly I 
will bring her a new shawl 

" We have been four days in landing our troops, numbering 
about 28,000, and a miserable job it was. Lord Raglan is our 
general, and he never seems to be out of the saddle, and cheers 
us with his presence. We expect to march in the morning. I 
will take the precaution to write a few lines in pencil whenever 
I have- the opportunity, So that when I have a chance of sending 
it with the letter-bag, you may have a good long epistle to cheer 
you at home. Should I fall, it will be in the van, if we are first 
to attack. I must now dose my first letter, and remain your 
affectionate brother, « Larry." 
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The morning of the 20th of September 1854 was 
bright and fair ; the sun gave a soft, balmy feeling to 
the air, and the troops were soon under arms. 

After marching through the valley of the Bulganak, 
they began to cross the next hollow, and at last stood 
upon the plateau overlooking the valley of the Alma, 
now so famous in history. The Rifles had led the 
way, and Larry was amongst the first to descry the 
dark masses of the enemy on the opposite side. 

On both banks of the river Alma were gardens and 
vineyards, and the willow and poplar grew side by 
side in extensive profusion. 

As the allied armies drew near to the beautiful 
valley, the sun shone brightly, and the scene was one 
of magnificent splendour. 

At last the signal was given, and the Rifles com- 
menced to engage the Russians in the vineyard. 
Larry's heart throbbed as he fired the first shot in his 
first battle, and felt his nerves and sinews like bands 
of steel. No thought of danger entered his breast ; all 
was excitement during the sharp scrimmage, until the 
order was sounded for them to lie down, to avoid the 
enemy's guns on the opposite bank. 

It is a matter of history that the French were to 
turn the left wing of the Russians, covered by the fire 
from the ships which lay parallel with the allied 
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armies, and that when this movement had shaken the 
Russian lines, the British should assail the right and 
centre, but not until the French had secured a firm 
footing on the heights above the valley. 

What an anxious time that must have been to 
many a stout heart laid prone upon the ground in the 
green valley of the Alma ! Waiting for orders when a 
battle is raging around them is the greatest ordeal a 
soldier has to bear — and .many were killed as they 
lay. 

One hour-and-a-half thus passed, whilst the French 
were bearing the brunt of the attack up those fearful 
slopes, and over the ridges which protected the 
Russian position on the opposite side ; and although 
not altogether successful— owing to the difficulty in 
getting their guns into position — they had shaken 
the, Russians order of battle, and disconcerted the 
presence of mind of the Russian commander. 

At last the patience of Lord Raglan was exhausted, 
and sending an order by Captain Nolan to the 
prostrate troops, they arose to their feet with a cheer ; 
the Rifles crossed the intervening slope, and plunged 
into the stream to engage the Russians on the 
opposite bank. 

And now began the perilous ascent up those fearful 

slopes, studded with ridges, belching forth jets of fire, 

18 
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hurling deadly missiles, and scattering small shot like 
hail amongst our troops. After crossing the Alma, 
some of the regiments got out of position ; but one 
thought alone. pervaded their breasts, and that was 
to reach the plateau above. 

God is forgotten in war ; thoughts of humanity are 
smothered in the dust, and love and charity buried in 
the blood of innocent victims. And who is responsible 
for the murderous onslaught of nation against nation, 
and the deaths of our brave countrymen ? — not surely 
the people themselves. Alma is a fair type of 
modern warfare; we had two thousand men killed 
and wounded in the short space of three hours, and 
the Russians had this number killed ! t 

If one man kills another, the verdict of murder or 
manslaughter is not uttered by a jury until the cause 
of the outrage is duly considered. " Malice afore- 
thought " is a fashionable phrase with barristers. 
, If the same course was adopted by an equal number 
of warlike citizens, and those who advocate peace, 
#nd some of the wars undertaken by our Government 
since Waterloo were properly investigated, a state of 
barbarism would be exposed that all the fetes to brave 
generals and the galaxy of the press could not cover 
with the mantle, of fame. 

" Bravery and promotion w is in one scale, " British 
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honour and integrity" in the other ; Upon which ought 
our eyes to be anxiously fixed ? 

I am carried away from those brave fellows 
ascending the heights of Alma. The 95th (Penne- 
father's) led the van, and rushed into the jaws of 
death, with Sir George Brown, Brigadier Codrington, 
and Colonel Yea forcing their horses up the slope in 
their midst. Not far from them the Rifles were 
pouring a searching fire into the flanks of the right 
column of the Kazan, whilst the 7th Fusiliers were 
how already engaged at short range on the left. 

The 95th was ably seconded by the 19th (Bullers), 
23rd, and 33rd. 

" I am all right, 23rd V cried Sir George Brown, as 
he disentangled himself from his horse, which had 
been stretched a corpse ; " be sure I shall remember 
this day." 

The Russians gave way, and the gallant light divi- 
sion held the plateau ; but could they keep'it ? Lord 
Raglan had his eye upon their perilous position, and 
although four timei their "number pressed the four 
regiments, they stood their ground for nearly an hour 
under a heavy fire. 

At last the Grenadiers and Coldstream Guards com- 
menced the ascent of the slope, and simultaneously the 
Scots Fusiliers were hurried up by a message from 
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General Codrington, whilst at a short distance to the 
left Sir Colin Campbell was swiftly bringing his three 
Highland regiments into the action. The Guards, 
seeing their supports on terra firtna> gave a loud 
shout, lowered their bayonets, and charging the dense 
masses of the Russians, the victory was ours. 

Lord Raglan descended the knoll from which he 
had watched the battle— although frequently under 
fire — and riding to the front, he received one of those 
British cheers which is talked about yet when the 
remnants of the Crimean veterans receive their 
pension, or when the colours of "the thin red line" 
are decked with laurels at the anniversary. 

The wounded were aroused from their agony, and 
echoed the shout from those blood-stained slopes ! 

Lying near a furze bush just below the first ridge 
from the plateau, with his hand clasping the stem, 
was the senseless form of Larry Trenchard. No sound 
escaped his lips when the " hurrah n of his victorious 
comrades sounded through the valley of the Alma ; a 
splinter from an exploded shell had taken away part 
of the flesh near the right shoulder early in the fearful 
ascent, but he had pressed on until a bullet broke his 
leg in the centre, just below the knee, and he fell 
through loss of blood, and became insensible. 

A fatigue, or searching party, found Larry, and 
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soon afterwards he was transferred to one of the 
vessels in the harbour, which had been fitted up for 
the reception of the wounded. 

The officer in charge of the fatigue-party that found 
Larry was attracted to his side by the finely-chiselled 
features and peaceful expression which had settled 
on the countenance of the wounded soldier, and when 
he unbuttoned his doublet, to find some trace by which 
he could be recognised, he took possession of a small 
Bible, with gold clasps. 

That night, in his tent on the plateau surmounting 
the Alma heights, he opened Larry's treasure, and 
the likeness of Norah, with the half-finished letter, fell 
to the ground. 

Captain Bryson — for that was the name of the 
officer — sat gazing on the pictured face of the beauti- 
ful Norah for some time, and was soon carried away in 
his thoughts to the banks of the Tees, the beautiful 
woods near Wackerfield, the hale and hearty appear- 
ance of his father as he gave him his last blessing, 
and the affectionate tenderness of sister Meggte, and 
his conscience smote him. He had left Southampton 
with the Fusiliers a long time before Larry joined the 
transport, and yet he had only written one hasty note 
from Malta; but this poor Irish lad took the first 
opportunity to let his sister know of his welfare. 
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But when Captain Bryson laid aside the likeness, 
and continued to peruse the letter, and when he came 
to the words, " I hope you got safe home, and that Mr. 
Reginald Baraclough is kind to you, and will take 
my place until I return," he started to his feet, and 
muttered excitedly : — 

" Good God ! but there is a mystery here. How 
could the family of the Trenchards become acquainted 
with that of Baraclough, the linen manufacturer? I 
heard the gossip at the clubs about Meggie and 
Reginald's marriage, I must see this lad in the morn- 
ing. Either Reginald Baraclough is making a fool of 
my sister or a dupe of this poor Irish peasant ; M and 
he again took up the likeness of Norah. 

The steady and measured step of the sentinel, the 
groans of the wounded, and the occasional neigh of a 
horse, was the only sounds that smote upon the ear of 
Captain Bryson as he sat thinking of the past, and 
wondering, with a shudder, what would be the end of 
this terrible war. The thoughts of glory, and the 
daring deeds he had accomplished that day, never 
gave him a thought, and he looked upon the singed 
and tattered coat, hanging upon a peg in the tent, 
with a merry twinkle of his dark-brown eye, as he 
Stretched his handsome form upon the rough pallet his 
servant had prepared for him. 
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Early next morning Captain Bryson visited the 
troopship which had been improvised as an hospital for 
the wounded, and stood by the hammock in which 
Larry had been laid. 

He was quite conscious, although very weak from 
loss of blood, and the shattered limb gave him much 
pain, but he cast an anxious and wistful look at the 
Captain when he entered, and said feebly : — 

" Have you got my Bible, Captain ? They tell me 
you took it from my breast.". 

" I have it quite safe, Mr. Trenchard — if that is your 
name on the fly-leaf— and also the likeness of your sis- 
ter." Larry gave him a smile of thanks, and eagerly 
held out his left hand for the treasure— as he called it. 

" Your arm will prevent you completing this letter/ 
said the Captain kindly, as he unfolded the pencilled 
words of Larry. " Can I assist you ? Some despatches 
will be leaving headquarters to-day, and I can have 
this sent by the same route." 

" Thank you, Captain. Don't tell Norah I'm much 
hurt," said Larry eagerly; "tell her my wrist is 
sprained; tell her anything but the worst. If you 
have a sister, you'll know how to put it." 

"I have a sister, my dear boy; and might I ask 
you if this Mr. Baraclough is capable of taking care of 
your pretty sister Norah ? " 
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It took some time for Larry to explain the position 
In which Reginald Baraclough stood to Norah, and the 
story partially eased the mind of the Captain. "And 
now," continued Larry, " I want you to do me a favour 
Captain — me, a private. Will you read me the 15th 
chapter of St John ? it's a great favourite at home" 

Captain Bryson took the outstretched Bible with a 
pleasant smile, and as he looked for the chapter, said 
kindly : — 

" I will, Mr. Trenchard. I took you to be a peasant, 
but I think there is blood in your veins that belongs 
to a higher grade of society. You will be home before 
Christmas, and I will take good care you receive a 
warm reception from my father and my sister; the 
former is a Colonel and the latter is an angel, and I want 
you to tell them their hopeful son was not numbered 
amid the slain on the blood-stained heights of Alma." 

It was a beautiful picture, those two mingling their 
thoughts with the words of our Saviour, and more 
than themselves became interested, and more than 
one heart went up to heaven from the hold of that 
British vessel rocking at anchor on the waters of the 
Black Sea. 

That day the letter of Larry was completed, and a 
long missive placed in the same envelope for Miss 
Meggie Bryson. 
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The kind-hearted Captain never hinted that he sus- 
pected Reginald Baraclough of duplicity, and Larry 
was spared the pain such a communication v would 
have caused to his generous mind ; and within three 
weeks he was sent home invalided, with the visions of 
glory, by the art of war, smothered within his breast 
for ever. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



THE ATTEMPTED ROBBERY AND ITS RESULTS. 




JASSING the shade of Dingle Wood, and 
walking leisurely towards Castle Abbey, 
with a military swagger about him that 
made his tall figure have an erect and somewhat 
youthful appearance, Barney McCann was musing to 
himself. 

" This is the gravest errand I've had since I neglected 
to answer the muster-roll at Badajoz, through the 
losing of my senses, by that Frenchman's left-handed 
stroke, which took off my ear after the exploded shell 
had loosened the muscles of my right leg. Bedad, but 
the guv'ner's on a quare adventure, and if I mate Mr. 
Trenchard, he might strangle me right out this time. 
Shure and I ought to have been armed ; " and with 
these thoughts Barney cut a large thorn stick from the 
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Neighbouring hedge, and had just trimmed it into a 
respectable-looking shillalagh, when he entered the 
Fox and Hounds at Castle Abbey, and ordered a 
pint of ale. 

" Many visitors staying about here ? " queried 
Barney, as the landlord emerged from the cellar. 

" We only have one, and he is an artist from your 
country," replied Bart Lowe. 

" Bedad, he's come a long way to artist Shure the 
lochs of Killarney and the scenery about there bates 
this part. What's his name, landlord ? " 
- " Mr. Gordon Dwyer," 

Long Barney could not help giving vent to his 
feelings by a low whistle and look of astonishment as 
he heard the name of his young master mentioned as 
an artist, although he was aware that Mr. Dwyer left 
Dublin for his usual holidays on Monday. 

" You seem to know the young gentleman," said 
Bart Lowe curiously. 

" If it's the same Mr. Dwyer of Dublin, I do know 
him, but there are so many people who have the same 
name; I should like to see the young gintleman," 
answered Barney. 

" He is out at present, but has ordered dinner at 
two o'clock," 
; * If it's no offence, I should like to have dinner at 
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the same time. I'm only a sarvant ; my guVner is at 
Harrogate, so I will take pot-luck in the kitchen. You 
nadent tell him I'm here ; if it's Mr. Gordon Dwyer he 
will only be too plased to see the office supernumerary;" 
and saying this, Barney finished the pint of beer, and 
spent the rest of the time in the blacksmith's shop, 
expounding the philosophy of the Crimean War. 

After the cloth was removed from the parlour in 
which Josiah had dined, Barney knocked at the door, 
and entered the presence of Mr. Lowe's guest, arid as 
he turned on his heel, said quietly : — 

" I beg pardon, sor, but is yer name Mr. Dwyer— 
Gordon Dwyer ? Bless me ! " cried Barney, as he got 
near the light and faced the self-styled artist, " what 
the divil are yer doing here, Mr. Trenchard, in the 
name of our masther." 

" Shut up, Barney," said Josiah, with a feeling of 
uneasiness ; " I have more right to ask what brought 
you to Castle Abbey, dressed as if you had come to a 
wake." 

" Bedad, and that's the same thing I should like to 
know myself. I'm the advance-guard, and am recon* 
noitering, and am bound to be sacret, so don't ask 
questions." 

In vain Josiah plied Barney with whisky, and tried 
all in his power to obtain some information respecting 
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the object of his strange visit, but all that he could 
elicit from Barney was : — 

" I have come to sake Mr. Dwyer, and I have found 
him, according to Boniface, but he isn't the man at all, 
at all." 

And Barney was studying how he could gain any 
information about Patrick Trenchard, and could not 
for the life of him make up his mind to tell Josiah the 
terrible fate of Norah and the flight of his father. He 
saw at the first glance that some great trouble had 
fallen on Josiah already, and he knew what a favourite 
he was with Mr. Dwyer, and the latter was looked 
upon by Barney as one of his own children. 

Barney also reasoned that if Patrick Trenchard had 
come to Castle Abbey, he must of necessity have called 
at the Fox and Hounds, and thus met his son Josiah. 
. It was dark when Barney McCann left Castle 
Abbey on his return journey to Harrogate. On pas- 
sing Dingle Wood, Barney thought he heard voices 
and a scuffle ; the words were inaudible, but the tone 
used gave him to understand they were anything but 
complimentary, and with the instinct of a scout, he 
dropped on his knees beside a gate, and put his ear 
close to the ground, and then distinctly heard a 
muffled cry for help* 

Barney clutched his stick, and was soon in the 
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direction of the wood. As he jumped the hedge, he 
saw two burly-looking fellows holding a gentleman on 
the ground ; one had his knee on his chest arid his 
hand upon his throat, whilst the other was rifling hli 
pockets. 

The shillalagh poised in the air for a second, and 
then descended with a thud upon the head of one of 
the ruffians, and the other only had time to look up, 
to receive a terrific blow from the fist of Barney, which 
doubled him in a heap beside his companion. 

" Take that, yer murthering blackguards," cried the 
old soldier, "and carry the marks of Long Barney 
from Badajoz to yer long home." 

By this time the gentleman had risen to his feet and 
staggered towards a tree, against which he leaned, 
much exhausted ; his cravat was torn, and dangling 
from his waitscoat was a gold chain, minus the watch, 
and as he gazed with astonishment at Barney, the 
latter brought his stick to the shoulder, and giving 
the usual military salute, said excitedly : — 

" Bliss my soul, Colonel Bryson, whfere the divil are 
we ? Amongst the Spanish brigands on furlough, or 
gazing over the bulwarks of Torres Vedras." 

" Barney, is the enemy vanquished ? " 

"Bedad, and it's insinsible the pair of them is," 
answered Barney, as he put his hand upon the heart 
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of each in a professional style. " Must I finish the 
blackguards ? they deserve no quarter. Here's one of 
them has yer watch in his clutch," continued Barney, 
as he handed the gold repeater to Mr. Bryso'n. 

* Don't touch them again, Barney ; let them be. If 
I meet Jaques the keeper, I'll report the matter ; but I 
don't want to be mixed up in a prosecution connected 
with the police court Just give me your arm, and let 
us walk to the castle. I am staying there," continued 
Mr. Bryson, "and I want to thank you for your 
kindly assistance, and I am sure Sir Henry Heugh 
will be delighted." 

"Now look here, Colonel," interrupted Barney, 
stopping in the middle of the field, " if yer going to 
kape on prating of that little sarvice, I shall turn 
back and make sail for Harrogate; it's past eight 
o'clock, and my guv'ner will think me lost." 

" Your governor, Barney, and pray who is that ? " 

" That's just what I thought you'd ask," answered 
Barney, scratching his head. " If iwer a poor divil 
was in a fix, I'm in that there. Here I am in two 
adventures all in one day, and at the end of the last, 
mates the ould Colonel under whom I sarved, and if I 
don't relave my mind, I shall go mad." This was Said 
more to himself than to the Colonel ; but the latter 
stood waiting for Barney to proceed. 
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* Give me yer hand, Colonel ; I'm in a quandary, but 
as one of your messmates is in it, you'll not strike 
false colours. Did you know Brian O'Shausney of the 
thf " 

" I knew him well, Barney, and was his second when 
he killed Captain Snarcliffe; justifiable homicide ought 
to have been the verdict of the court-martial, and I 
told the present Lord Snarcliffe the same a few days 
ago. Poor Brian ! he was transported because he was 
an Irishman, and will be dead now/ 1 

" Divil a dead, Colonel, and as for the homiaside, if 
you'd had his hands on yer throat same as I had on 
Sunday night, you'd a thought " 

" That will do, Barney ; you make me all excite- 
ment. Tell me all about him. I heard he escaped, and 
I know that his poor wife Ethel is laid in yonder 
churchyard ;" and the Colonel pointed to the outlines 
of Castle Abbey Church,' which could be seen in the 
distance by the light of the harvest moon. 

The two men walked on in silence until they entered 
the park, and then they mutually went towards a 
rustic seat under an old oak tree, and Barney unfolded 
the knowledge he had so strangely gleaned about 
Brian O'Shausney. 

u I'm the office supernumerary of Messrs. Ragan & 
Mullin of Dublin, as dacent a firm as iwer handled 
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a pen, and a young gintleman named Mr. Gordon 
Dwyer is " 

" He is hire now, Barney, and staying at the Fox 
and Hounds," said the Colonel, rising«to his feet 

Barney here laughed heartily, and continued : " I'm 
not much of a story-teller, but the gintleman at the 
Fox and Hounds may be his twin-brother in looks > 
but he has no right to the name. Here me out, plase, 
Colonel ; the Mr. Dwyer I mane went to Chillingham 
Cottage on Sunday, in which place Patrick Tren- 
chard has lived many years, and that same Patrick 
Trenchard is Brian O'Shausney, the present Duke of 
Cloughan, living the life of a poor refugee because he 
escaped from Botany Bay. When Mr. Dwyer came 
home, I was sent on horseback with a letter to Mr. 
O'Shausney's, because his daughter Norah had eloped, 
or was carried away by a Belfast gintleman— bad luck 
to him !— called Baraclough." 

The Colonel here seized Barney by the shoulder, 
and said excitedly : — 

" Don't say it was Reginald Baraclough, the son of 
my old friend ! * 

44 The very same, Colonel ; did yer know him ?" 

u Only slightly," muttered the Colonel, as he sank 

back on the rustic seat. u Go on, Barney." 

" Well, my guv'ner, Mr. Ragan, called me into the 

19 
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•office next morning to rade a threatening letter, and 
when I made a clane broach of the elopement, off we 
sets in a close carriage to Chillingham Cottage, but 
Brian O'Shausney had fled, and from some information 
received at the bank, we drove to Dublin, and took 
boat to this village ; and I'm sent on to reconnoitre, 
Whilst Mr. Ragan stays at Harrogate for reinforce- 
ments and my report. So far, I cannot find any sign of 
Mr. O'Shausney, but I've met his son Josiah at the Fox 
and Hounds, passing in the name of his friend Gordon 
Dwyer, so that he must know the family sacret." 

"Dear me," muttered the Colonel, "how blind I 
must have been. The very day I met him in Dingle 
Wood, near where I was garrotted, I was sure I'd seen 
the face before; he is the very image of the poor 
Captain — his father. I must stir myself; if he comes 
here unpardoned he will have to go back to penal 
servitude." This was said as if the Colonel was talking 
to himself, but looking up, he said hurriedly : — 

" What made O'Shausney take you by the throat, 
Barney?" 

"It was through the note sent by Mr. Dwyer about 
his daughter. He went into a furious rage, and swore 
he was a hunted rat, and that he would come to Castle 
Abbey and demand his wife, and afterwards appale to 
the House of Lords." 
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" Poor fellow, he cannot know his wife is dead ; but 
he shall appeal to the House, Barney. I'll go at once 
to Lord Snarcliffe and demand his assistance ; and Sir 
Henry Heugh and me will go to London to-morrow 
with a petition. Go back to Mr. Ragan ; tell him you 
have seen me, and ask him to come to the castle to- 
morrow morning as early as he can. Brian O'Shausney 
has a friend in Colonel Bryson ; if you find him tell 
him so." 

They both stood beneath the shade of the old oak 
tree, grand specimens of British veterans, and although 
the Colonel pressed Barney to come up to the castle, 
he steadily refused, and, giving a military salute, was 
soon lost in the darkness. 

It was some time before Colonel Bryson recovered 
his wonted composure; the news about Reginald 
Baraclough seemed to affect him more tljan his wonted 
pride cared to exhibit, and he mechanically gained 
his dressing-room, and changing his clothes, sent a 
message to his daughter. 

The Colonel next visited the stables, and ordering 
Pybus to saddle a horse, he was soon passing through 
the village on his road to Abbey Grange, the seat of 
Lord Snarcliffe. 

It was about ten o'clock when Colonel Bryson was 
announced, and after mutual congratulations, and an 
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expression of surprise from his lordship at the late visit, 
the Colonel commenced, in his usual earnest tones: — 

"More than forty years ago, my lord, when you 
were a child, there were stirring events on the Conti- 
nent. Napoleon Bonaparte had taken upon himself 
to be Dictator, not only of France, but of that part of 
the world which is known as the Eastern Hemisphere. 
Your father and the late Sir Henry Heugh were 
amongst those who advocated a blow to be struck 
that would check the Corsican despot; and amongst 
those who found themselves under the banner of 
Arthur Wellesley, at the celebrated Torres Vedras, was 
Captain Sriarclifle, your elder brother, Lieutenant 
O'Shausney, and myself." 

**I* need hot follow the fortunes of that war; it is now 
well known. But I can take credit for being raised 
two steps farther on the ladder of fame before we 
reached Toulouse. 

* The enmity that had existed between Snarcliffe 
and O'Shausney was known at mess, and commented 
upon throughout the lines, and at last broke out into 
a renewal of the challenge to fight ; and upon a drizzly 
morning, in the outskirts of Toulouse, they fought 
the fatal duel, which left your brother pierced to the 
heart, and whilst I supported his head, he died With 
the name of his sister Ethel on his lips. Has any reli- 
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gious impulses prompted you to forgive the man who. 
thus fought an equal fight and came off victorious ?" 
I [LonTSnarciffe had risen to his feet, and was pacing 
the /00m with agitated steps whilst the Colonel spoke, 
and at last faced the old veteran, and exclaimed — " I 
can understand now the object of your visit, Colonel. 
Brian O'Shausney, my brother-in-law, is alive. Is this 
assertion correct ? " 

" It is, my lord," answered the Colonel. 

" Then what do you want me to do, Mr. Bryson ? I 
forgive him, as I hope to be forgiven; and had he 
been at the deathbed of my father he would at last 
have received his blessing." "'!.'<: ■ -.' , 

" I'm glad to hear thi3, my lord," said die Colonel 
rising ; " you have taken a great weight off my mind. 
Brian O'Shausney is now Duke of Cloughan, and fit 
companion to the noblest in the land. His father's 
family lawyer is at Harrogate, and as I can depend 
Upon the assistance of my friend Sir Henry Heugh, 
will you go with us to London to-morrow, and put the 
necessary machinery in motion to obtain an acquittal 
for your brother-in-law ? " 

" With pleasure," answered Lord Snarcliffe ; and as 
he perceived the Colonel was about to depart, he 
added with fervour: "Before you go, there is one 
subject I should like to speak about, Colonel. On 
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Sunday last I noticed a lady in black, with your 
daughter, placing a wreath of flowers around the cross 
and upon the grave of my sister. Can you inform me 
who the lady is, and what makes her take such an 
interest in the grave ? " 

" The friend of my daughter is Mrs. McFarlane, the 
daughter of the worthy rector of Wackerfield, who was 
a chaplain in the army, and read the funeral service 
over your brother ; but what can she know about your 
sister? My lord, you astonish me, and I will question 
my daughter on the subject." 

"Thanks, dear Colonel/' said Lord Snarcliffe, in a 
voice that did not seem to carry his thoughts with it 

About half-an-hour after, Colonel Bryson was 
entering the castle of Sir Henry Heugh, with a feel- 
ing of satisfaction within his breast that only the 
good and noble can feel in works of charity. 

It was an hour before Lord Snarcliffe left the 
library in which he had received the visit of Colonel 
Bryson, and as he sat gazing into the fire, he was 
muttering to himself: — 

" And the prayer of my father has been answered 
at last, and I have again to meet the man for whom 
poor Ethel gave up all that was dearest on earth. 
There must be something noble, something majestic, 
something beyond this earthly sphere about him to 
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create such devotion ; but have I not felt it, and 
suffered. Even now a fresh mania seizes me, and 
I am drawn from myself by an angel's face, cafried 
in the features of this Mrs. McFarlane. I see she is 
a widow, and may God grant she will not despise 
me. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

TEDDY CAREY HOLDS THE TRUMP CARD. 

> OT far from Temple Bar, and in one of the 
streets leading from the Strand, were a 
numerous assortment of houses turned 
into offices, and occupied by : a varied class of legal 
and commercial gentlemen, and the brass plates 
would have been a study if placed on the advertise- 
ment boards of a scene in one of the Christmas 
pantomimes. 

Upon the second floor front of one of these houses 
were three doors on the landing facing you at angles ; 
and upon the door nearest your right a tin plate was 
neatly attached, anct announced the name of the 
occupant — " Mr. Bertram." 

Within this elegantly furnished apartment Mr. 
Bertram himself was seated punctually at ten every 
morning". 
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Punctuality with the lawyer's clerk was depicted on 
every lineament of his pale but intelligent counten* 
ance ; strength of character and decision in his firm* 
set lips. Whatever Mr. Bertram set himself to accom- 
plish, the object in view lost none of its lustre by 
having him as one of the perspectives, whether it was 
a scene from nature or a family secret that had to be 
unravelled, and the last act made to close with the 
punishment of the villain, and the scene in which die 
hero and heroine receive their merited applause. 

In the business entrusted to him by Mr. Dwyer he 
felt more than ordinarily interested. 

An elopement was something out of the ordinary 
line of business; his governors— Messrs. Goshen & 
Meek — had put many rough drafts before him, to 
which he had to add the evidence of all grades of 
society, from the scullery-maid to the governess, the 
costermonger to the right honourable baronet; but 
these drafts had to be enrolled into briefs, to secure a 
•successful issue in breaches of promise and divorce 
suits, either for plaintiffs or defendants, and he waited 
impatiently the report of Dalton the private detective, 
-and at half-past ten he appeared in the court, but not 
alone. 

At the foot of the stairs Mr. Dalton had overheard 
a conversation between three gentlemen, and quietly 
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allowed them to pass, after giving a peculiar whistle, 
which seemed to come from the chambers above, as if 
from a bird crying "whip-poor-will;" the result of this 
signal was the appearance of Mr. Bertram on the 
stairs, who ushered his vistiors into the office with 
many bows, and found himself in the presence of Mr. 
Gordon D wyer, who introduced, in his peculiar style :— 

Mr. Adam Bolger of Dublin, law clerk and con- 
fidential agent ; and — 

Mr. Edward Carey of Spigot Lodge, Belfast, valet 
and private secretary to Reginald Baraclough, Esq. 

As soon as these three gentlemen had taken their 
seats, Mr. Bertram coughed, and the P. D. glided into 
the room, and was introduced, with due formality, as 
follows : — 

" This is Mr. W. Dalton, one of the most trusted of 
our private detectives and inquiry agents, whose 
experience extends over a number of years. In 
criminal prosecutions, search after lost friends, or hi 
any matter appertaining to the Divorce Court, Pro- 
bate Court, or Court of Common Pleas, his reputation 
is still in the ascendant. I presume, Mr. Dwyer," con- 
tinued Mr. Bertram, in a dramatic style, " these gentle- 
men are as eager in finding out the merits or demerits 
of the elopement as you yourself ; but I leave you to 
explain the presence of Mr. Baraclough^ trusty valet" 
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Mr. Dwyer nodded to Carey, and that gentleman 
rose to his feet, as if imbued with the tragic manner of 
Mr. Bertram, and said with a smile (his mind had 
been eased by the report of Mr. Dwyer) : — 

" It is two years since I made the acquaintance of 
Mr. Baraclough, and have had nothing to complain of 
in the manner in which he has treated me. At the 
same time, many little episodes during our sojourn in 
London have lowered him in my opinion — if a servant 
is allowed to judge his master — but, from later events, 
I have found that he has been playing at fast-and- 
loose, and trying to inveigle the affections of one 
whose character and family connections are as far 
above his as the sun is above the moon. That lady is 
Miss Bryson of Wackerfied Hall, Durham, daughter 
of Colonel Bryson ; and I can now understand the 
reason he granted me leave to visit Hawkinstone was 
to enable him to better accomplish his designs on 
Miss Norah Trenchard. But, gentlemen, I trust that 
I am not lost to all sense of honour. Although I am 
only a valet, my affections have been reciprocated by 
one of the sweetest girls on earth, and how could I go 
back to her father and say that I assisted in this 
villain's plans ? No, gentlemen, you have an ally in 
me, and I propose I report myself to Reginald Bara- 
clough at the Salisbury Hotel, and hear from his own 
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lips the services in which he expects me to assist, and 
I can then report myself here or at any part of London 
that will suit our purpose." 

There was a murmur of applause as Teddy resumed 
his seat, and Mr. Bertram was the first to interrupt 
the hand-shaking and expressions of approval from 
Mr. Dwyer, Bolger, and Dalton. 

" Now, gentlemen, I will call upon. Mr. Dalton for 
his report; we are free from interruption here, and our 
plans must be circumspect, or we lose the hawk in 
securing the welfare of the bird." 

"After receiving my instructions last evening, I 
tracked Mr. Baraclough to Merv Villa," said Mr 
Dalton, in a bland and affable manner, "and was 
soon in the kitchen with the cook, who was per- 
suaded that I was a relation of her uncle's on the 
mother's side just come from sea. The cold beef 
and beer was passable, and my stories of foreign 
lands seemed to delight my stout relative, and I 
was only sorry that I had not taken her a monkey. 
At last she told me as a great secret that a gentleman 
from Sydney had taken apartments for his sister and 
her maid, and that the young lady was a ' scrumptious 
creature,' but seemed very sad. By a little manipu- 
lation I contrived to secure a glance into the drawing- 
room, and there, seated upon a couch, was Mr. 
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Reginald" Baraclough, and reclining within his arms,, 
with her head resting an his breast was " 

"The villain I" exclaimed Mr. Dwyer, starting to 
his feet and clenching his .fist. 

" Sit down, Mr. Dwyer, don't judge a man so hat-sh," 
said the matter-of-fact Mr. Bertram; "she seems to 
be a consenting party." . 

" I know the shallowness of his professions of love/* 
exclaimed Carey; "his sole dependence is in the 
wealth of his father, and if he was to attempt .to 
introduce the daughter of a plebeian into the family 
he would be cut off without a shilling/ 1 

Mr. Dwyer here exchanged a glance of intelligence 
with Bolger, and the latter expressed his desire to 
hear the conclusion of Dalton's report. 
• " I have little more to add, but it still further lowers 
tiie character of Mr. Carey's master. From Merv Villa I 
traced him to a fashionable resort near the Haymarket, 
and upon inquiry I found it was a gambling establish* 
ment, and from it he emerged at two this morning, 
and Upon his arm leaned the fashionable beauty, 
Esther Fitz Simmonds, ofte of the belles of the season, 
and lessee of a - — -, I need not mention the name. 
He is now at the Salisbury H6tel.? 
i As Daltoft sat down, Mr. Dwyer rose in an excited 
manner, but the more experienced Bolger restrained 
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his desire to rush from the office in search of Bara- 
clough; and shortly afterwards Mr. Bertram and 
Dalton were left alone, with an understanding that 
Carey should report the result of his interview with 
his toaster as soon as convenient. 

It was a little after twelve o'clock when Carey stood 
before Reginald Baraclough at the Salisbury, and the 
latter motioned him to a seat, and said earnestly : — 

" I expected you by the midnight mail, Carey, but I 
trust you left all your relations and friends in good 
health." 

Reginald Baraclough thought this a neat speech to 
a valet, and would flatter Carey into his way of think- 
ing, and the bitter words used by Teddy rather startled 
him. 

" Relations I have none ; I'm a waif, thrown into the 
gilded highways of the world by mere chance, and as 
for friends, I count them in two syllables, yet I don't 
repine. Is there anything for me to do particularly 
after I have arranged your wardrobe ? " 

Carey had never uttered words so abrupt, or spoken 
in the tone used upon this occasion to his master, but 
the sin and degradation of the latter had lowered the 
feelings even of his valet below that of respect 

" I have broken your vacation, Carey because I 
want you to assist me in looking after the interests of 
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a certain young lady named Norah Trenchard, who is 
now staying at Merv Villa, St. John's Wood ; she is 
passing as my sister, and I want to take her on to the 
Continent. All that you have to do is to persuade 
her that her brother has gone to Paris — you can pass 
as secretary to the French Ambassador — and then 
when she has made up her mind it will be easy to 
arrange a sham marriage in the city of the Gauls, and 
the rest follows at pleasure " 

Carey oft looked back upon this interview, and 
wondered how his " Irish " kept under control while 
this cruel plan against Norah's peace of mind was 
unburdened by his unscrupulous master ; but he knew 
that he held the trump card, and answered quietly : — 

"And if I succeed in this private arrangement of 
yours, what will be my reward ? " 

"♦I thought you were 'cute enough to understand 
that it was not part of your business as valet," laughed 
Baraclough, as he'helped himself to some brandy. " I 
like you better for that Look here, Carey, act mum ; 
get this girl to Paris, and I will give you £100, and 
here's two £10 notes to start with." 

Carey took the notes mechanically, thinking to 
himself how far they would go towards the first year's 
schooling of Willie Addison. 

After a few other preliminaries, Teddy left the 
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apartment, but not before he had skilfully made 
Reginald Baraclough put his instructions in writing. 

Shortly afterwards he was closeted with Mr. 
Bertram and the private detective. 

In the meantime Mr. Dwyer and Bolger quietly 
Strolled down the Strand into Fleet Street, and 
entered the coffee-room of the Sussex Hotel, just 
within Bouverfe Street. Each were troubled with 
conflicting thoughts. 

The light-hearted Dwyer had never felt how dear 
Norah Trenchard was to him until he had lost her. 
Their childish romps oil the lawn at Chiillinghara 
Cottage, during the holidays of Josiah and himself, 
were now brought vividly before hirfi, and one little 
incident he well Remembered. 

It was during the midsummer holidays, when Norah 
had just entered her teens, thdy Wete Sitting alone in 
the bower within the garden. Josiah had gone to the 
house for & pair of scissors to cut some flowers. Upon 
the lap of Norah Was a Dublin paper which Mr. Dwyer 
had brought with him, and in one corner was four 
verses of poetry. Norah read the poem, and when 
Mr. Dwyer unconsciously opened the paper at home 
that evening, he found one verse cut but, and his 
curiosity prompted him to purchase a duplicate copy, 
and from it he found the missing verse ran thus : — 
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" I have a heart to call my own, 

A sweet beloved treasure ; 
It gives me joy before unknown, 

It fills my soul with pleasure. 
How sweet, how pleasant, 'tis to feel 

For me a heart is beating ; 
To hear its voice in woe or weal, 

The tale of love repeating." 

The absence of Josiah in London, and his business 
appointment in Dublin, had separated the youthful 
couple, but Gordon Dwyer felt that this journey would 
heal the breach or separate them for even 

"You look very sad, Bolger; this business cannot 
affect you very much," said Mr. Dwyer as they sipped 
their coffee. 

"My thoughts are carried away to a newly-filled 
grave, Mr. Dwyer, in which lies buried a child who at 
one time lisped my name, by using the simple word 
' father.' " 

" Bolger, you astonish me ; but there, say no more. 
I know you have a private history, or your talents 
would not have brought you to Bracken Street, Dublin. 
Give me your hand, and let the painful recollections 
of the past lend an impulse to clear the counterscarp 
of the future." 

And it was that real British grip in which these 

two men indulged — not the smooth, kid-gloved touch 

20 
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of aristocracy ; with a theatrical elevation of the hat 
and grecian bend, but an honest, heartfelt, "yours in 
friendship " clasp that makes brothers of strong men, 
similar to the countersign of the ancient order of 
Antediluvian Buffaloes. 

The two friends were silent for a while, each of them 
glancing over the columns of the daily papers. Bolger 
had taken up the Times, and presently observed to 
Mr. Dwyer, U I wonder if this advertisement in the 
agony column refers to Mr. Carey ; it is the same 
name. Listen : — 

" * Ellen Carey— To Parish Clerks and others.— Wanted the 
certificate of death of Ellen Carey, a good-looking young lady, 
with jet-black hair, who left London in 1826 to go North ; or 
any information as to her whereabouts will be paid for. She was 
encienU at the time, and the register of the birth of the child, 
who will be about thirty years of age, or their presence at my 
office, will bring a handsome reward. — Apply to J. C. Swendeli, 
Lincoln's Inn, London, E.C. ,,, 

" I know nothing of Mr. Carey's youthful history, 
but it seems odd, for that is about his age," replied 
Mr. Dwyer ; and a waiter was sent for a copy of the 
paper that Carey might see the advertisement 

In the meantime that gentleman was making his 
way to Merv Villa, and was soon admitted to the 
presence of Norah. 

" I presume you have come from Ireland in search 
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of your brother, mademoiselle," said Carey, bowing 
with the grace and ease so usual to his movements. 

" I have, sir," answered Norah. " To whom have I 
the pleasure of addressing myself? Are you a mes- 
senger sent by my friend Mr. Baraclough to give me 
tidings of brother Josiah ? " 

" I am a messenger of peace, and would do any- 
thing in my power to ease your troubled mind," said 
Carey. " In me, Miss Trenchard, you have a trusty 
servant — a friend. I am an Irishman, although born 
in England, and am closely following the welfare of 
your little family circle. Are you willing to go to 
Paris with Mr. fiaraclough ? " 

" To Paris, sir ! why that is in France. Surely my 
brother has no necessity to hide from father and me 
in a foreign country. Does Mr. Baraclough say he is 
in Paris?" 

"Mr. Baraclough does wish you to understand 
Josiah is in France, and he claims a right of protec- 
tion over you just now ; will you go with him ? " 

Norah here blushed and seemed much agitated, and 
paced the room like a wounded deer. At last she 
turned half-round and sank upon a couch near her, 
sobbing between each word, as she cried : — 

" Oh that I had the guiding hand of Larry, or that 
father were here; why did my brother leave me?" 
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Then starting to her feet she faced Carey, and said 
hastily : — 

" I cannot leave England. Tell Mr. Baraclough I 
must return to Newbridge at once, or I shall die." 

Carey here came forward with a smile and look of 
assurance that caused Norah to involuntary take his 
outstretched hand. 

" But suppose," said Carey, "that Mr. Gordon Dwyer 
was in London ; he was your playmate and " 

" Oh tell me he is here," interrupted Norah. " Don't 
mock me; tell me Gordy has come with Josiah, we 

were playmates until ." Norah here paused and 

turned her agitated face from Carey. 

"Gordon Dwyer is in London, and wants to see 
you," said Teddy, placing his hand upon her shoulder. 

" Then 111 go to him. Wait five minutes and I am 
ready." 

And Norah rushed from the room. The tempter 
was defeated; her childhood's affection re-asserted 
itself, and like a bird let loose from its cage, liberty 
chased all thoughts of danger from her mind. 

Carey had a close carriage, with Dalton on the box 
beside the driver, waiting at the corner. 

He had anticipated the result of his interview with 
Norah, and they were .soon on the road to the city. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

FAITHFUL HEARTS FIND PATHS OF PEACE. 

tHE few days which passed, after Jacob 
Squires had met Josiah in Love Lane, 
were a sore trial to the nerves of the old 
sexton. 

The keeper of the lodge gates at Abbey Grange 
was an old crony, and had known Jacob for many 
years, and promised to let him know if the young 
artist ventured near his master. 

His nephew — Bart Lowe — duly informed him of 
the visit of the tall Irishman, and magnified the 
appearance of Barney at the Fox and Hounds so 
much that old Squires was sure the meeting had 
been preconcerted ; especially when Bart Lowe wound 
up his remarks by saying : — 

" I heard the tall Irishman say distinctly, ' I have 
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come to sake Mr. Gordon Dwyer, and you are not the 
man at all, at all.' " 

But what was the old sexton's surprise when a 
liveried servant drove up to Abbey Farm early next 
morning, and said that Sir Henry Heugh wanted him 
at the castle at once ! 

The anxiety of old Squires as he entered the castle 
was plainly visible on his features, and when the 
butler ushered* him into the library, he visibly 
trembled. 

Immediately in front of him was Sir Henry Heugh, 
and near the stern-looking baronet sat Lord Snar- 
cliffe and Colonel Bryson ; whilst at the further end 
of the table was Mr. Ragan, and near the worthy 
lawyer our friend Josiah. 

"We have sent for you, Mr. Squires," said Sir 
Henry kindly, " because you are the oldest inhabitant 
of Castle Abbey, and we want you to give us an 
account of the funeral of Ethel O'Shausney, who, as 
you are aware, was buried in the private ground now 
marked by the marble cross in our churchyard." 

The old sexton felt as though his last hour had 
come, and he sank into the nearest chair. 

Mr. Ragan was watching him closely, and at once 
suggested he should have a stimulant. Brandy was 
immediately ordered by Sir Henry, and after swallow- 
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ing some of the contents of the tumbler, the old 
sexton recovered sufficiently to mutter : — 

" I will tell you all I know, gentlemen, and if you 
blame' me, pray (Jon't let my family suffer; it was 
all through drink and my curiosity that made Ralph 
Todd and me open the coffin/' 

Those present leaned forward and opened their 
eyes with astonishment; and before any remark 
could be uttered, old Squires began to unfold the 
story of the arrival of the hearse and the midnight 
search in the church porch, already known to my 
readers, and concluded as follows : — 

" And now, gentlemen, forgive me ; I was the letter- 
carrier for the two lovers more than forty years ago, 
and a great favourite with little Ethel, and only a few 
weeks since I gave up the ring and the letter to a 
gentleman named Edward Carey, so that he might 
find out what had become of Miss Snarcliffe's 
husband, and I am sure he has them safe." 

The excitement caused by the old sexton's story was 
shewn by all present, and only his age and well-known 
character as parish clerk prevented Sir Henry Heugb 
using some strong language as he said sternly : — 

"You did a most sacrilegious deed, Squires, and 
the matter shall be investigated. Who is this Edward 
Carey?" 
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As old Squires trembled violently, and seemed lost 
for a reply, Josiah here stepped forward and said 
calmly : — 

" I am well acquainted with Mr. Carey ; * he is 
valet to Reginald Baraclough of Spigot Lodge, 
Belfast, and I can answer for the safety of the letter 
and ring. His object in taking them would be honour- 
able, and prompted by the best of motives and 
Christian feelings." 

A general conversation, in a tone that could not 
reach Squires, here ensued, until Mr. Ragan, looking 
with pity at the old sexton, asked him if he could 
remember the contents of the letter and the name 
attached thereto. 

Old Squires breathed a sigh of relief, and im- 
mediately made the contents known. 

As soon as Carry Rushton's name was mentioned, 
a light broke in upon the Colonel, and whispering a 
few words to Sir Henry Heugh he left the room, but 
returned in a few minutes with Mrs. McFarlane lean- 
ing on his arm, and said, with a bow : — 

"This is Carry Rusbton who wrote the beautiful 
letter referred to, and soothed the death-bed of your 
dear sister, Lord Snarcliffe." 

His lordship was immediately by her side, breathing 
words of thanks. 
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While this scene was being enacted, Mr. Ragan had 
quietly opened a black valise, and produced the letter, 
marriage-certificate, and wedding-ring already men- 
tioned, and laying them on the table, said gently : — 

"These are the links that bound the daughter of 
the late Lord Snarcliffe to Brian O'Shausney in the 
bonds of wedlock, and were sent to me by that good 
lady. Faithfully I have kept the sacred links, but now 
I can publicly assert that Ethel O'Shausney did not 
die a pauper, although she was buried in secret." 

As Mr. Ragan said these words, a commotion at 
the door caused every one to look in that direction, 
and the old butler announced : — 

" Brian O'Shausney, Duke of Cloughan." 

Josiah was the first to reach his father, and falling 
upon his neck, kissed him affectionately. He then 
led him towards the table, and Brian O'Shausney 
stood like a lion at bay. 

But a hasty glance into the faces of those around 
him, and the presence of Colonel Bryson, who had 
rushed to his side, reassured him, and grasping the 
back of a chair he burst into tears. 

The friendly hand of Mr. Ragan stole into that of 
the poor refugee, and soon all was harmony, and 
Brian O'Shausney felt still further renewed with 
strength as Mrs. McFarlane sat beside him upon 
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an old-fashioned sofa, and related the story of Ethel's 
death, and how her father had watched the lonely 
grave; and as she shewed him the parting gifts of 
Ethel, and the last letter wrote by that loving hand, 
his soul rose above the tempests of the world, and he 
felt there was something to live for yet — if only Larry 
was at home, and Norah once more by his side. 

Lord SnarclifTe was a quiet spectator of this inter- 
view, and he saw that his brother-in-law had faith in 
their joint efforts to obtain his acquittal. 

A few hours after the incidents recorded in this 
chapter, a first-class carriage, marked " engaged/* and 
forming part of the afternoon express for London, 
might have been noticed leaving the station at Leeds. 

The carriage contained Sir Henry Heugh, Lord 
SnarclifTe, Colonel Bryson, Brian O'Shausney (late 
Patrick Trenchard), Randal Ragan, Esq., and Josiah ; 
and projecting from the window of a second-class 
compartment immediately behind, was the upper part 
of Barney McCann, giving a last look at the luggage 
secured to the top of the carriage, and as he put up 
the window he muttered to himself: — 

" Shure, I'm now in charge of the baggage waggons, 
and when we arrive in the city of smoke, I may be 
transferred to the commissariat department." 
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In a lovely mansion near Hyde Park, and in a 
handsomely furnished bed-room, three persons stood 
looking upon the haggard features of Lord Roach. 

The harbinger of death was fast closing the mental 
vision of his lordship. 

" This is the gentleman who claims to be the son of 
Ellen Carey." 

"And, my dear lord, drink this elixir, that you 
may recover sufficiently to hear the evidence he has 
to produce." 

The first speaker was Mr. Swendell, the London 
agent of Lord Roach, and the second was Dr. Gilroy, 
the family physician, and the gentleman referred to 
was our friend Teddy Carey. 

A vacant look at the two speakers who had visited 
him every day more or less for a week was the only 
answer given by his lordship, until his gaze wandered 
to the face of Carey ; and whether it was because 
the features were strange to him, or called up some 
memory of the past, is not known, but he started 
visibly, and partially raising himself from the bed, 
he gasped rather than spoke : — 

"If you are the son of Ellen Carey, where is your 
mother?" 

" That is more than I can tell ; my birth is regis- 
tered in the books of the Hawkinstone workhouse." 
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1 1 won't believe it, you are a li- 



His lordship here became unconscious. 

Whilst the doctor was trying to revive his patient, 
Carey shewed Mr. Swendeil a faded cambric hand- 
kerchief and curiously-wrought locket In a corner of 
the handkerchief was worked the letters E. C, and 
upon the back of the locket was engraved the letters 
C. R. These slight tokens seemed to satisfy the 
lawyer, and as soon as Mr. Gilroy nodded, he 
approached the bed and made his assurance known 
to Lord Roach; and shortly afterwards the lawyer 
led Carey to the bedside. 

A great change had come over the features of bis 
lordship; he seemed more calm — the calm that 
precedes the end — and he took the hand of Carey 
affectionately. 

" I wronged your mother, and I am glad that my 
life has not closed without seeing bur child ; she was 
the daughter of honourable parents, and I was her 
seducer — me, Charles Roach. Do you understand ? " 

" Perfectly," answered Carey in a tremulous voice. 

" Then why don't you curse me ? " 

" Because I say every night, ' Forgive us our tres- 
passes as we forgive them that trespass against us,'" 
answered Carey. 

"That is your mother's answer; that draws me 
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towards you. Come closer, my dear, lost boy, and tell 
me your history. There — sit on the bed — let me hold 
your hand between mine, and tell me you have not 
disgraced the name of your saintly mother, and that 
you have imitated the sterling qualities of your grand- 
father Roach, and left untouched the sins and iniqui- 
ties that has brought his son to an early death." 

It was some minutes before his lordship completed 
this sentence, and then Carey, in a quiet and homely 
manner, told him his uneventful history until he came 
into the service of Reginald Baraclough ; and by 
some strange sort of magnetism, Carey related his 
interview with the old sexton, and produced the ring 
as evidence of his interest in the lonely grave. 

His lordship seemed beyond the power of speech 
until the ring was held up by Carey, and all present 
started visibly as Lord Roach clutched it eagerly, and 
holding the tiny circlet to the light, exclaimed : — 

" It is the same I This ring was the property of my 
wife, Lady Roach ! The body that lies in that grave is 
the body of Ethel O'Shausney, her sister. Oh that I 
could " 

Another slight fainting-fit prevented further speech, 
but upon his recovery the lawyer was busy filling a 
sheet of paper, which was signed by his lordship, and 
duly attested by Mr. Swendell and the doctor. 
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At last Carey was called to the bedside, and seating 
himself as before, Lord Roach said faintly : — 

" I have made all the reparation in my power, and 
have one request to make — if Brian O'Shausney is 
alive, ask him to forgive me ; I have been a faithless 
trustee. And if you should find your mother, ask her 
to forgive me also. You can never be Lord Roach, 
the title dies with me, but let your paths be guided 
aright and then " 

A film seemed to come over his eyes, a slight 
quiver shook his wasted form, and the soul of Lord 
Roach had passed through the dark portal which 
separates us from the unseen world. 

As soon as the doctor had satisfied himself that all 
was over, he beckoned to Mr. Swendell and Carey, and 
led the way to the library. 

In a few hasty words he told the servant who 
answered the bell that his master was dead, and 
that a bottle of sherry should be brought at once. 

Mr. Swendell briefly explained to Carey that his 
identity was established, and that he was sole heir to 
the residue of the estate of his late father. 

It is thus with all our boasted hold upon things 
earthly ; the allotted span is run, the fiat given, the 
visits of the doctor ended, the funeral is over, the will 
is read, and only a vacant chair, or some passing 
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memento reminds us of the departed. But how many 
like Carey are left in this world trying to forget the 
existence of an unprincipled father ? and how many 
are snatched away without a moment's respite ? 

In another part of London the gentlemen who had 
travelled first-class from Leeds were holding a private 
conference, and congratulating each other over a bottle 
of wine upon their success at the War Office. 

The room in which they were seated formed part of 
the Salisbury Hotel. 

In the apartment above them, Reginald Baraclough 
was pacing up and down with an impatient step, 
waiting the return of Carey. 

That gentleman drove up in a cab shortly after- 
wards, and in the entrance came face to face with 
Colonel Bryson ; his pale and agitated countenance 
attracted the old soldier's attention, and it was not till 
Carey had beckoned him to a private sitting-room 
that either ventured to speak. 

" You are the very man I wanted to see, Colonel ; I 
have strange news for you." 

" Is Miss Trenchard safe ? " he asked eagerly. 

" Quite safe, Colonel," and the two men shook hands, 
as if by mutual consent. 

" Let me go and tell her father," said the Colonel. 

" Is he here ? " Carey exclaimed. 
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" I have them all here," said the Colonel laughing. 
"I have Sir Henry Heugh, Lord Snarclifle, Brian 
O'Shausney (late Patrick Trenchard), Mr. Ragan the 
lawyer, and an aide-de-camp called Long Barney from 
Badajoz, and we only want Norah, you and Mr. Dwyer 
to complete the circle that will enclose Mr. Baraclough. 
By George ! I have a good mind to have him arrested." 

" Do no such thing, Colonel," said Carey earnestly. 
" I don't speak from any pecuniary motives, but from 
the respect due to my father, who has just breathed 
his last. Dear Mr. Bryson," added Carey in a faltering 
voice, " I have just proved myself the illegitimate son 
of Lord Roach." 

"Good God, Carey, wonders never cease! Why 
Lord Roach married O'Shausney's sister, and you 
managed to jew old Squires out of that ring at 
Castle Abbey, which came off his dead wife's finger.* 

" That ring, Colonel, helped to prove my identity 
in the eyes of my father before he died ; but I will 
now go and bring Norah, Mr. Dwyer, Mr. Bertram, 
and Mr. Bolger of Dublin. Until I return ease the 
minds of your friends." 

As Carey was leaving the hotel, Mr. Dalton touched 
him on the shoulder. 

"All's right, Dalton ; watch the quarry," whispered 
Teddy. 
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It is impossible for me to adequately describe the 
meeting between Nqrah and her father, or the mutual 
congratulations of those present, when Carey ushered 
them into the room. Little groups were formed, and 
the excitement between the friends and the story 
of Carey made an onlooker fancy they were playing 
at " puss-in-the-corner," and that soon the Colonel 
would be proclaiming the victory by raising a hearty 
cheer. 

At last they became more calm, and Mr. Ragan, 
waving his hand, remarked : "There is much credit 
due to Mr. Dwyer, Mr. Bertram, and our other 
friends for unmasking the villainy of Reginald Bara- 
clough. I propose he is brought here by his late 
valet ; and if you promise, Colonel, as a soldier, and 
you, Mr. O'Shausney, as a gentleman, not to let your 
feelings excite you, I think you can sufficiently repay 
with interest the injury which has, by the wonderful 
ways of Providence, turned out a blessing to all 
present" 

As the worthy lawyer spoke, he nodded towards the 
seats occupied by Norah and his head-clerk, and the 
blush which mantled their cheeks reflected "the old 
old story." \ 

Carey was not long in bringing Mr. Baraclough to 
the door of the room occupied by our friends. All 

2 * 
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was silent within, and with a light heart he stepped 
over the threshold ; Carey and Dalton followed, and 
the latter quietly turned the key. 

Reginald Baraclough heard the lock grate, and had 
also cast a hasty glance at those facing him before 
he turned like a hunted tiger upon the detective, and 
would have sprung at his throat, but the fiery glance 
of Dalton's grey eyes, and the muzzle of a revolver in 
a line with his forehead, caused him to start back, and 
it was .the stern voice of Mr. Ragan which next 
arrested his attention. . 

" You have been sent for, Reginald Baraclough, to 
face those you would have injured. Remember wealth 
is not the be-all of your earthly existence, although it 
is the root of those evils which you should learn to 
avoid. An evil genius has hitherto possessed you; 
*respect for the marriage laws you have none; a broken- 
liearted father, or a mother driven to an untimely 
.grava, is child-play to you. Little more than an hour 
ago one of your stamp died ; take a lesson from his 
deathbed. He has made all the reparation in his power, 
although one of the greatest of Irish lords in his day. 
Take 'aft example from the life of Lord Roach whilst 
you have health and strength " 

4r And," interrupted the excited Colonel, "get out of 
this, or I; will make an example of you with -my 
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walking-stick ; you deserve to be tarred and feathered 
— you dirty, mean " 

Dalton had opened the door as Reginald Baraclough 
turned his back, but on the threshold he paused and 
gave a look of deadly hatred upon those present that 
was remembered for many years. 

But they could afford to smile at his discomfiture ; 
faithful hearts were now in paths of peace. 

Within an hour Reginald Baraclough was en route 
for Belfast. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

CALMLY AT ANCHOR; TRUTH AND VIRTUE REIGN 
SUPREME ON THE BILLOWS OF LOVE. 

|[HERE will be many of my Yorkshire 
readers who have heard of the " Nidder- 
dale Rant " — a name given to the annual 
feast held in the beautiful vale of the Nidd — and when 
I say that the welcome given to Brian O'Shausney, 
the brother of Lord Snarcliffe, as the villagers called 
him, exceeded it in exuberance, they will understand 
that Castle Abbey was en fete with a vengeance. 

There never had been such feasting; the annual 
sports, prepared tarts, abba-cakes, and roast beef at 
the usual yearly gathering were nothing compared to 
the warmth of feeling exhibited over this day's re- 
joicing — nay, it lasted three after the first greeting 
simply because the squire (as they called Sir Henry 
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Heugh) had made himself popular with every cottager 
in the parish, and had provided most of the good 
things which decked the tables of the parishioners. 
When he rejoiced they were rejoicing, and when death 
or other disasters of any kind visited the inmates of 
the castle, they came with 'one heart and mind to 
shew their sorrow and regret 

There was mutual sympathy between the landlord 
and his tenants, and none of the guests at Castle 
Abbey took more notice of this prevalent feeling 
than Mr, Joseph Fenbowe. Yes, the worthy colliery- 
owner from Rushlight Hill, Durham, was amongst 
those who shouted a hearty welcome to the Duke of 
Cloughan. 

"I want you to come," wrote Colonel Brysbn; "to 
assist me in distributing the buns and cakes amongst 
the children, whilst Mr& Fenbowe attends to the 
mugs and keeps them supplied with tea. I know 
you are both dab hands at this sort of business." 

This was sufficient, and although it took Mrs* 
Fenbowe all her time to restrain the enthusiasm 
which the thoughts of meeting his old friend had 
aroused, they arrived safely at the castle. 

Another welcome guest was the Reverend Mtf. 
Rushton, and the Colonel was delighted at the tact 
shewn in 1 bringing him; he did: not trust the post, 
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he sent Carey and Pybus the coachman for him, and 
added, in his last instructions : — 
. " As you pass through Hawkinstone, on your return 
journey, bring Mr. Fryer, his wife, and his sons ; and 
last, but not least, that angel of yours, as Mr. Addison 
calls her — the country air will do her good ; and I 
hope her looks are better than her name — Looah ! — 
why, it has a real Indian bungalow sound with it ; n 
and the Colonel laughed heartily as he saw Carey 
blushing, and the latter was turning away when the 
worthy Colonel shouted, " Halt ! " in such a voice that 
Carey faced about instantly. " Speaking of India 
reminds me of young McFarlane — bring him, and 
also Master Willie Addison. You see, I know your 
prot^g^s, . Carey, and I want them here; I've got 
carte blanche from Sir Henry, and I mean to have 
a grand assembly, and lay the foundation-stone for a 
new generation." 

The kindness and magnanimity of Mr. Fryer had 
preceded him, and when he alighted from the carriage, 
and stepped on to the beautiful lawn in front of the 
castle, he received quite an ovation from the gentle- 
men, and as .Miss Bryson, Mrs. McFarlane, and the 
Misses Heugh took possession of Looah, the latter 
was not long in fancying she was in fairyland ; and 
it was only when Teddy's arm encircled her waist 
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rtext morning, in the conservatory, that Looah felt 
she was not dreaming or liying in an enchanted 
castle, and when he told her in a matter-of-fact and 
business-sort of manner that Lord Roach, his father, 
had left him shares in the East India Company, 
and other securities, which would realise above five 
hundred a-year, she put her small white hand upon 
his mouth, and said, with an affectionate glance into 
Carey's handsome face : — 

"I liked you better when you were a coachman 
with old Dr. Clayton, and wore a dark-blue livery 
coat, with silver buttons." 

It is said that love is smitting, and Josiah must 
have caught the infection from Mr. Dwyer with 
Norah, or Carey with Looah; and who could resist 
a feeling of envy stealing over their hearts, when 
they noticed how the lovers serenaded each other to 
the sweet music of the band engaged from London ? 

Be that as it may, Josiah had not been three days 
at Castle Abbey before he proposed to Amy, the 
third daughter of Sir Henry Heugh, a beautiful, 
light-hearted brunette, and was accepted. 

Within an hour Josiah was closeted with her father 
in the library, and began to plead his suit in a tremu- 
lous voice : — 

" I have come to see you, sir," commenced Josiah, 
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" about a bold enterprise, in which you have a right, 
as a father, to give your opinion. Your daughter 
Amy ha s ■ " 

, "There^ that'll do," interrupted Sir Henry, as he 
rose to his feet with a happy smile ; " I saw you 
together, you young scamp, in Love Lane, where 
your father made all the mischief. . We've had it 
talked over; it's all right. Take her, Josiah, arid 
may she prove as great a blessing as your mother 
was to Brian O'Shausney." 

Josiah was dumfounded ; he had anticipated a re- 
fusal. He, a lawyer's clerk, to marry the daughter of 
An English knight ! and it was not till Sir Henry gave 
htm a smart blow on the back with the palm of his 
hand that he could fully realise the magnanimity of 
his future father-in-law. 
» And now let uis visit Dingle Hollow. 

The gentlemen crossing the beautiful dell which 
divides the wood are well known to my readers — 
the first is Colonel Bryson, and Immediately behind 
Jhta are Brian O'Shausney (Duke of Cloughan), Sir 
Henry Heugh, tha Reverend Mr. Rushton, Mr. Joseph 
Ectabowe^ Mr. Fryer, and. Mn Ra&an ; whilst the' tall 
-form in the distance, twirling his shillalaghaad carry- 
ing a neat-looking basket, is Barney McCanoj-whaii 
^marching* to> the< tuft* ofr^Mi^ Q^RalfertytePairty," 
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whistled in a style that would have astonished even 
Mr* Walker, the whistling commercial. 

It was a glorious day, with a keen fresh air that 
seemed to brace up the nerves of the whole party. 

Mr. Rushton was recalling many pleasant evenings 
spent round the camp-fire, during the Peninsular, with 
Brian O'Shausney, and at last the little bridge was 
crossed, and Mr. Fenbowe had heard the story of the 
Colonel's adventure with the robbers, as he added, 
smiling : — 

" And it was all through you, Fenbowe ! Knowing 
your affection for country eggs, home-fed bacon, and 
Yorkshire chickens, I had crossed this dell to arrange 
with my young hero — Mr. Patchett — to send you a 
hamper." 

"I got the hamper, Colonel," said Mr. Fenbowe; 
a but little did I think you had run such a fearful risk 
of being killed." 

[ "Oh, but look here, my old friend," said the 
Colonel, putting his arm through that of Mr. Fenbowe* 
" if those scoundrels had not stopped me, and tried to 
secure my money and valuables, I might never have 
known that Brian O'Shausney was alive ;" and he 
glanced with a smile of satisfaction at those who were 
following; 

At Dingle Hollow Farm a pleasant and social chit 
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was being enjoyed, in the front parlour, between 
motherly Mrs. Fenbowe, Mrs. Patchett, Mrs. Fryer, 
Mrs. McFarlane, and Miss Brysom To look at them, 
the ladies seemed as if they had been acquainted for 
years ; such is the bond which a religious sympathy 
gives to the security of homely feelings ! 

Colonel Bryson had entrusted to Mrs. McFarlane 
the responsible duty, as he called it, of breaking the 
news of Reginald Baraclough's rascality, and she com- 
menced the task as soon as they had left the castle on 
their way to the farm. 

" You never told me your secret, Meggie." 

" What secret ? " asked Miss Bryson, blushing. 

"Your engagement to .be married to Mr. Bara- 
clough." 

The daughter of the Colonel turned her dark and 
truthful gaze upon the countenance of her companion 
in astonishment, and said with a pout : — 

"It is the first of my hearing tell of it Carry, 
although I know that my father and his are great 
friends, and it is intended by them both that we 
should marry ; but I did not encourage him when he 
proposed a few weeks ago, and, dear Carry, I don't 
think I love him sufficiently to marry him ; " and she 
clung to the arm of Mrs. McFarlane like a frightened 
child. 
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" I am so glad to hear you say so, Meggie," replied 
Mrs. McFarlane, as she lifted her face and implanted 
a sisterly kiss upon her brow. 

"Why, dear Carry, you cannot know him; you 
were in India when he was at Wackerfield Hall. Has 
anything occurred ? Did my father tell you anything 
about it?" 

" Your father did tell me, Meggie, and I now tell 
you that Reginald Baraclough is an unprincipled 
scoundrel, and unworthy the hand of the daughter of 
my father's friend. ,, 

" And yours," said Miss Bryson, with a sweet smile. 

The subject was dropped as if by mutual consent 
Meggie Bryson knew she was free, and a sigh of relief 
escaped her as she proposed a race down the slope of 
the dell in Dingle Wood, at the bottom of which stood 
their mature companions, admiring the beautiful York- 
shire scenery. 

' Mrs. Patchett liad expected her guests, and smiled 
good-humouredly when she was told* that "Mr. 
Dwyer," the artist, and her especial favourite had 
been detained to shew the rest of the visitors at the 
castle through Abbey Grange, the residence of his 
Uncle, and the scenery in the neighbourhood; and 
that their visit to the farm would be fixed so that they 
might not be interrupted by the "old fogies." This 
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explanation came from the Colonel, and caused much 
laughter. 

The hero of the hour was John Patchett, and as he 
entered the room, his commanding appearance — with 
his nut-brown curls reflecting rays of light from the 
mid-day sun — caused a murmur of applause, and the 
old Colonel gave a shout of welcome as he introduced 
his friends to the sturdy yeoman. 

For a moment the eyes of Miss Bryson and John 
Patchett met ; the glance was not lost to Mrs. McFar- 
lane, and she read the secret — secret should I say ?— 
hardly that, it was the impulse of love, breathed 
through the tell-tale light of their hazel eyes, and a 
blush mantled their youthful features. 

After dinner — and what a dinner it was! — Long 
Barney transposed himself into a butler, and waited at 
table as becomes a soldier, and all passed off in the 
greatest harmony. The dessert was a glorious sight, 
and must have tested the good nattire of the old 
gardener at the castle. 

Of course Lord Snardiffe managed to sit next to 
Mrs. McFarlane, and the latter had cdritrived a seat 
for Miss Bryson next to John Patchett; on her right. 
All restraint was removed as soon as the worthy 
rector of Wackerfield said grace, arid when the tadids 
left the room; pipes were dihrged, glasses filled/ loyal 
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toasts drunk, and John Patchett was made to feel that 
he was considered equal in the social scale with those 
who surrounded him, and iris heart went up to heaven 
with a feeling of thankfulness he had never felt before, 
and no one conduced more to this feeling than Mr. 
Fryer on one side and Mr. Fenbowe on the other, 
whilst the Duke of Cloughan pressed him strongly to 
spend the Christmas with him in Ireland. 

A little incident occurred that further imbued John 
Patchett with pleasure. 

The whole party were assembling in groups to visit 
a ruined abbey in the neighbourhood, when Mrs* 
McFarlane whispered to Mr. Patchett : — 

" I should like to see the beautiful horse you rode 
on the Stray when the carriage was stopped. 

John Patchetfs face turned crimson as he replied, 
" A gentleman named Baraclough, who was the guest 
of Colonel Bryson, came and purchased him ; I sup* 
pose he sent my favourite ' Nero ' to Ireland." 

w I can see through the scoundrel's duplicity. Mr. 
Patchett, never call him a gentleman in my presence 
again ; he is for ever expelled from the society of those 
in whom you are interested." 

Was it the words, or the earnest gaze of Mrs. 
McFarlane, that caused John Patchett to start visibly 
and seize the tiny hand, one finger of which bore the 
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wedding circlet and a beautiful keeper set with 
brilliant diamonds ? 

Neither spoke, and Mrs. McFarlane turned away 
with an encouraging smile. 

Whilst this little scene was being enacted, a servant 
from the castle rode up to Miss Bryson, and gave her 
the letter from her brother in the Crimea. 

* * * * * * 

Twenty-four years have passed away since our 
friends rejoiced over the acquittal of Brian O'Shausney. 

The town of Hawkinstone was too busy in forming 
a corporation, electing town councillors, and taking 
the Ways and Means out jof the hands of the Board of 
Health, to notice the re-instalment of Frank Addison 
to his former position ; but the hero of the hour- 
Henry Kinglark, Esq. — supported by the votes of the 
Hawkinstone working-men, extended the Corporate 
rights to such an extent, that Frank Addison lived fo 
prove he still held the vows he had made by the grave 
pf his. dfead child ; and that Willie Addison is now a 
shining light in the Borough of Hawkinstone is due to 
the philanthropy of Mr. Fryer, and many re-unions 
have taken place at Beech, House since the funeral of 
poor Lilly. , 

Teddy Carey never took to himself the name of 
Roach, but lives in the outskirts of Hawkinstone 
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with his beloved Looah, happy in the manufacture of 
chemicals, and imbued with the lessons taught by 
virtue and truth, and now inculcated in the breasts of 
his children. 

The funeral of Joseph Fenbowe was an impressive 
sight, and thousands lined the road from Rushlight 
Hill to the quiet churchyard in the midst of his 
manufacturing triumphs; and Colonel Bryson was 
soon laid by the side of his worthy partner. 

Old Squires passed quietly away, surrounded by 
his family, and leaving no painful recollections of his 
affection for the beautiful Ethel, who now lies in the 
family vault beside her father and the faithful Brian. 

Terence Baraclough led a gay and reckless life for 
some years after. He married a wealthy heiress, and 
left three children as a legacy to his unmarried sisters, 
who never forgave him for his unkindness to Miss 
Bryson ; especially when they thought of their father's 
sudden death shortly after the salutary lesson inflicted 
by Mr. Ragan upon the son of the linen manufacturer, 
upon the exposition of his duplicity in London. 

Harrogate still remains a favourite resort for those 
of my characters who are left to indulge in the annual 
trip to the beautiful watering-place; and when Charley 
Patchett returned from the Zulu War, the large room 
in the Somerset was lively in the extreme. 
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The centre of the group was Colonel Bryson, and 
on his right Larry O'Shausney, and the Victoria Cross 
which adorned their breasts were further emblems 
of their bravery in the Crimea. The worthy station- 
master passed a warm eulogium on their bravery, and 
referred with regret to the death of John Patchett, 
who would have graced the festive board but for the 
railway accident at Holbeck, for which Mr. Patchett 
was alone to blame. 

Three of the gentlemen who had joined the evening 
party at the Crown, described in a previous chapter, 
were also present, and one of them, knowing the 
history of those I have foreshadowed in this story, 
still bears out the theories advanced in my preface ; 
and I now leave my readers to assist in mooring 
many other barks with the emblems of truth and 
virtue, and may they always ride calmly at anchor on 
the billows of love. 

(Entered va Stationers* Hall. All Righto Reserved. ) 
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" Will be acceptable to all."— Eastbourne Gazette. 

' •* An interesting, instructive, and readable book hai been produced."— The Dundee 
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" A most comprehensive account of Mr. Gladstone's political career. It Is a pains- 
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encountered in his early ministry are well described, and many young ministers wrffl 
here find comfort and encouragement, and good advice. In referring to Mr. Pueibui^ 
theological opinions we think the author shows at his best, and the chapters devoted to 
the explanation and vindication of his theology are decidedly the feature of the book. 
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** I have been very much pleased with if— Joseph Cowen, Esq.. M.P. 
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Chamberlain, M.P. 
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" A well-written book, and tells the story of Free Trade in a manner alike attractive 
and convincing."— Leicester Daily Post. 

" This work supplies what, strange to say, we do not possess— a worthy biography of 
the leader of the Free Trade movement in England."— Northampton Mercury. 

" The literary merits of the work are very considerable, and it furnishes a very graphic 
and trustworthy account of a memorable chapter in our domestic history."— Scotsman, 

" We recommend this work, as a corrective, to those members of the working and 
trading classes who have fallen under the influence of the reciprocity craze."— Liverpool 
Mercury. 

•'A volume which can hardly fail of being both interesting and instructive. The 
'statistics of progress' given In the concluding chapter will be found exceedingly 
useful."— Aberdeen Daily Free Press. 

" This book was much needed. It is one of the most complete exposures of the 
hollowness of the cry for reciprocity which could be desired. We recommend it 
heartily, and hope it will bo widely circulated."— Daily Review* 
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of the Nineteenth Century, Memorable Poets of the Nineteenth Century, Memorable 
Administrators of the Nineteenth Century, Memorable Philosophers of the Nineteenth 
Century. Memorable Novelists of the Nineteenth Century, Etc., Etc., written by well- 
known Authors. 
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US" JE1 "W NOVEL 



Crown 8vo, 400 pp., Cloth QiU, Eight Full-page Illustrations, 
Price 3s, 6d\ 

UNA MONTGOMERY. 

BY CARTMEL KINO. 



"An amiability If apparent in every page. Handsomely printed and bound, and 
fairly illustrated."— Liverpool Daily Pott. 

"The tale is written with a good deal of spirit ; it contains some effective episodes ; 
and the plot is dexterously wrought out."— Scotsman. 

"An excellent story. The characters are cleverly drawn ; many, as we are assured, 
and can readily believe, from the life.**— The Pictorial World. 

"The story is pleasantly told, the characters are ably pourtrayed, and the interest of 
the reader is well sustained to the end. Una is in all respects a charming and loveable 
character."— Newcastle Weekly Chronicle. 

"A very good temperance tale. The characters are all well marked individualities. 
The scenes in Wales are most interesting; the ascent of Snowdon in a thunderstorm, 
and a night in the hut on the top, being very finely sketched."— Dundee Advertiser, 



Demy 8vo t Cloth, with Photographic Portrait and 3tap, 
PriceSs. 

Four Years io the Army of the Potomac. 

A SOLDIER'S RECOLLECTIONS. 

Br MAJOR JONES, United States Consul, Newcastle-on-Ttne. 



" Our literature Is already rich in the records of military adventure ; but, notwith- 
standing this fact, we venture to predict that the volume now under notice will be a 
welcome addition to the class in question. It will be so, partly because of the general 
interest attaching to the subject-matter of the narrative, but mainly because of the lively 
and attractive manner in which that narrative is told. As author of the Historical 
Sketches of distinguished Americans, of The Emigrant? $ Friend\ and other works. 
Major Jones's name is already familar to a considerable section of the British reading 
public ; but, without depreciating what has gone before, we have no hesitation in enyiaf 
that the Four Yeart in the Army of the Potomac is his chef oTamvre, . . . TTie volume, 
we may observe, is furnished with a capital portrait of the author, an excellent map of 
the seat of war, and an admirably-arranged index."— Newcastle Daily Chronicle. 
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Second and Revised Edition, Cloth, Crown 8vo % with Maps, 
Price 25. 6d. 

THE EMIGRANT'S FRIEND: 

Containing Information and Advice for Persons intending 
to Emigrate to the United States. 
Br MAJOR JONES, United States Consul, Nbwcastlb-on-Ttnb. ' 
Author of " Lincoln, Stanton, and Grant — Historical Sketches" etc, etc 



, THE ONLY OFFICIAL GUIDE TO EMIGRANTS PUBLISHED I 
Approved and Adopted as a Standard Work of Reference at the United 
States Legation, London, and also at the American Consulates 
in the United Kingdom. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" Foil, authentic, and impartial Information.'*— Northampton Mercury. 
*' The Emigranfs Friend should he seen by all who wish to know anything about the 
great country of the Wert."— Shields Daily Gazette. 

' Major Jones is probably one of the most active of American Consuls. His 

* is a matter of conscience with him.**— Newcastle r 



" The information given is clear and reliable, and we heartily commend it to the 
attention of all emigrants to the • Far West.' "—Jedburgh Gazette. 

" We have here a fund of information regarding every State and Territory in the Union 
which will be found useful to the intending settler."— Xeafc Mercury. 

" Intending emigrants would do well to consult its pages, and there is In them much 
to interest those who have no such intention."— Havorfordtoest Telegraph. 

"To the merchant or trader, none the less than to intending emigrants, will this 
admirable work commend itself as a fountain of information."— Tyneside Echo. 

"The Emigrant? $ Friend bears on every page the impress of a sincere desire to aid 
those who think of emigrating to the United States."— Newcastle Weekly Chronicle. 

" Major Jones Is well qualified to speak on this subject. All his knowledge, so far as 
It may be of service to emigrants, he places at their disposal in his boo*.*— Northern 
Bono. 

" The Emigranfs Friend is well worthy of its name, and is a really valuable guide for 
all who contemplate seeking their fortune In the United States."— London Daily 
Chronicle. 

"Major Jones is thoroughly familiar with the subject he treats ; and the information 
bo gives, derived largely from official documents, 6 well arranged and instructive."— 
The Scotsman. 

•• A little work full of valuable information, geographical, statistical, Ac., about the 
great States of America. To intending emigrants it Is invaluable ; to others it is interest- 
big reading."— Western Mail. 

*' It gives statistical and other information about the different States, the rates of 
wages paid in 1879, and many useful hints about steerage passages and American railway 
travelling."— Dundee Advertiser. 

" A true Emigrant's Friend is required, and we have one now in the guide-book of 
Major Jones, the well-known and deservedly esteemed United States Consul at 
Newcastle."— Newcastle Daily Chronicle. 

••To parties about to emigrate, who have decided to go to the United States, but who 
have not made up their minds which State to select as a field for their future career, 
Major Jones' work offers valuable assistance."— North British Daily MaU. 
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Tyne Publishing Company's 

HANDSOME GIFT BOOKS, 

Etc., Eto., 
SUITABLE FOR BIRTHDAY PRESENTS, SCHOOL PRIZES, ETC. 



The Sixpenny Series. 

Life of George Stephenson: The Locomotive and the Railway. 
Square 8vo, 128 pages, with Portrait, Illustrated paper cover. 

Life of Robert Stephenson : The Extension of the Railway System, 

Square 8vo, 128 pages, with Portrait, Illustrated paper cover. 



The Shilling Series. 

Month's Holiday; or, Work is War Against Misery. Translated 
from the German. 

Square 8to, in Cloth, Gilt, Frontispiece. Price 1$. Bevelled Boards, Gilt 
U.Cd. 
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The Shilling Series— Continued. 

Married Without Leave; or, Recollections of a Garrison Town. By 
Lieut.-CoL Plummer. 

Square 8vo* In CBoth, Gflt, Frontispiece. Price U. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, 
ls.6d. 

How Uncle John was Conquered. 

Square 8vo, in Cloth, Gflt, Frontispiece. Price U. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, 
H. 6d, 

Life of George Stephenson: The Locomotive and the Railway. 

Square 8vo, in Cloth, Gflt, with Chromo-Lithograph Portrait. Price li, Berelled 
Boards, Gflt Edges, Is. 6d. 

Life of Robert Stephenson : The Extension of the Railway System. 

Square 8vo, In doth, Gilt, with Chromo-Lithograph Portrait. Price 1$. Berelled 
Boards, Gflt Edges, Is. 6d. 

The Life and Explorations of Dr. David Livingstone, the Great 
Missionary Traveller. 

Square 8vo, with Portrait of Dr. Livingstone, and several Full-page Illustrations, 
in Cloth, Gilt. Priee U. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, Is. 6d. 
*-"-• *v* ,• -\ • ^ . 
The Life of Grace Darling, the Heroine of the Fame Isles. 

Square 8vo, with Portrait of Grace Darling, and Frontispiece, in Cloth, Gilt, 
Priceli. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, Is. Od. , , <^... 

\:/ "' 
The Foundling, and other Tales. A Book for the Young. 

Square 8vo, in Cloth, Gilt, Frontispiece. Price U. Bevelled Boards, Gflt Edges, 
ls.6d. 

The Covenanter's Bridal, and other Stories for Young People. 

Square 8vo, in Cloth, Gilt, Frontispiece. Price U. Bevelled Boards, GO* Edges, 
ls.0d. 

Aunt Margaret's Courtship, and other Tales. 

Square 8vo, in doth, Gilt, Frontispiece. Price U. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, 
ls.0d. 

General Grant: His Life and Times. An Impartial Record of the 
American Civil War. 

Square 8vo, in Cloth, Gilt, with Portrait of General Grant, and Full-page Vignette. 
PriceU. Bevelled Boards, Gflt Edges, Is. 6d> 
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The Shilling Series— Continued. 

Garibaldi: The Italian Hero and Patriot His Life and Adventures. 

Square 8ro, In Cloth, Gilt, with Portrait and Vignette In Colours, Price It. 
BereDed Boards, Gilt Edges, la, 6U, 

Life of Felix Neft Faetor of the High Alps. 

Square 8?©, in Cloth, Gilt, Frontispieoe. Price Is. Berelled Boards, GO* Edges, 
ls.6d. 



The Two Shillings and Sixpence Series. - 

Life and Times of W. EL Gladstone. 

Crown 8?o, Cloth, Gilt, with Photographic Portrait Print St. 6d. Bevelled 
Boards, Gilt Edges, at, 

Life and Work of Lord Beaoonsneld. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gilt, with Photographio Portrait Price ft. 6d. BereDed 
Boards, Gilt Edges, 8t. 

lAfe of Rev. Henry Ward Beeoher. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gilt, with Photographio Portrait Price U, 8*. Berelled 
Boards, Gllfc Edges, St. 

Richard Oobden and the Free Traders. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gilt with Photographio Portrait Price St. At BereDed 
Boards, Gilt Edges, *. 

John Bright and the Peace Party. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gilt with Photographio Portrait Price it. 6d. BereDed 
Boards, Gilt Edges, S*. 

The Stephensons and the Hallway Pioneers of the Nineteenth 
Century. 

Crown 8ro, Cloth, Gilt, with Photographio Portrait Price st. *& BereDed 
Boards, Gilt Edges, st. 
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The Two Shillings and Sixpence Series— Continued. 

The Life and Explorations of David Livingstone, the Great 
Missionary Traveller. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gill, with Portrait of Dr. Livingstone, Map, and numerous 
Fall-page Illustrations. Price to. Hd. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, Se. 

Grace Darling, the Heroine of the Fame Islands. 

Crown 8to, Cloth, Gilt, with Portrait of Grace Darling and numerous Full-page 
Illustrations. Price to. ed. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, to. 

Tales and Sketches of the Covenanters : Being a Ghoioe Selection 
of Narratives in connection with the Persecution of the Scot- 
tish Covenanters. 

Crown 8vo, Cloth, Gilt, with numerous Full-page Illustrations. Price it. 6d. 
Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, to. 

Golden Gleams : Being over 850 Choice Selections from the Words 
and Works of Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. 

Crown 8vo, Cloth, Gilt, with Portrait of Rev. H. W. Beecher. Price to. 6d. 
Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, 8e. 

The Emigrant's Friend: Containing Information and Advice for 
Persons intending to Emigrate to the United States. 
Crown 8vo, Cloth, with Haps. Price to. €d. Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, to. 



The Thirty Shilling Series. 

Life and Times of Garibaldi 

Large Demy Quarto, in one VoL, Full Morocco, Elegant. Price 90t. 

Life and Explorations of Dr. Livingstone. 

Imp. 8vo, in two Vols., Illustrated, Half Morocco, Gilt Edges. -Prise 90e. ; also in 
Cloth, extra, Price tls. 

History of the Turko-Russian War. 

Imp. 8vo, In two Vols., Coloured Illustrations, Half Morocco, Gilt Edges. Price 
SOe. ; also in Cloth, extra, Price 9U. 

Butter's Life of Christ. (Catholic) 

Demy Quarto, in one VoL, 20 Illustrations, Elegantly Bound, Morocco, extra. 
Price**. 
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The Thirty Shilling Series—Continued. 

Banyan's Select Works. 

Large Demy Quarto, with 20 Fall-page Coloured Illustrations, Morocco, extra. 
PriceBOt. 

Fleetwood's Life of Christ. 

Large Demy Quarto, with 20 Foil-page Coloured Illustrations, Morocco, extra. 
Price 80$. 

Foxe's Book of Martyrs. 

Large Demy Quarto, with 20 Full-page Illustrations, Morocco, extra. Price 90t. 



The Forty-Two Shilling Series. 

"Wilson's Tales of the Borders. 

Demy Quarto, Three Volumes, with 60 Full-page Illustrations, Half-Morocco, 
Roxburgh Binding, or Marbled Edges. Price k$e. A Superior Edition, Gilt Edges, 
Price 1*6*, 

History of Southern and Central Africa. 

Demy Quarto, in one Vol., SO Drawings on Stone, Elegantly Bound, Morocco, 

£333;- 



extra, Price kXe. y- >^ 



The Fifty Shilling Series. 

Hume and Smollett's History of England. 

With a continuation down to the present time. Embellished with Portraits of 
the Sovereigns, from William the Conqueror to Queen Victoria, and numerous 
Illustrations of Subjects of Historical Interest, which have been specially designed 
for this Edition. In three Vols., Half Morocco, Gilt Back and Edges, Price 60s. 



The Fifty-Five Shilling Series. 



Brown's Self-Interpreting Family Bible. 

Large Royal Quarto, with 28 Full-page Coloured Illustrations, Maps, Illuminated 
Title Page, Four-page Family Register printed in Gold and Colours, and Family 
Portrait Gallery for Photographs; also a Comprehensive Biblical Cyclopedia. 
Bound in Morocco, extra, with Rims and Clasps, Price 66$. 
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TYNE PUBLISHING COMPANY'S 
ICTEW SERIES 

or 

OLEOGRAPH PORTRAITS. 

e> . 

PORTRAIT OF ROBERT BURNS. 

PORTRAIT OF SIR WALTER SOOTT. 
PORTRAIT OF GEORGE STEPHENSON. 



OTHERS IN PROGRESS. 



PRICE ONE SHILLING EAOE, UNFRAMED. 

Igtte ^publishing Cotttjrcng'* 
SERIES OF COLOURED PLATES. 



One Shilling and Sixpence each. 



The Descent from the Cross. 

After Ruben*, printed in Colour*. 
Size of Subject 2ft inches by 19. 

The Crucifixion. 

Printed In Colour*. Sise of Subject 
2* inches by 19. 

Christ Blessing Little Children. 
Printed in Colours. Sis* ot Subject 
2ft Inches by 19. 



Parable of the Lily. 

Printed in Colours. Six* of Subject 
2ft inches by 19. 

Portrait of Dr. Livingstone. 

Printed in Colour*. Sb* of Subject 
15* inches by 21*. 

Portrait of Stanley. 

Printed In Colours. Sbe of Subject 
16* inches by 21*. 
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Shilling Tinted Lithographs. 



Portrait of John Bunyan. 

Printed with Tint. Sise of Subject 
19 inches by 14. 

Portrait of Dr. Livingstone. 

Printed with Tint. Sire of Subject 
15} inches by 21 J. 

Portrait of Stanley. 

Printed with Tint, Sise of Subject 
16} inches by 21}. 

Portrait of Sir Wilfred Lawson. 
Printed with Tint. Size of Subject 
15} inches by &i> 



Portrait of Garibaldi, the Great 
Italian Patriot and Hera 



Printed with lint 
15} inches by 21}. 



Sise of Subject 



Portrait of Rev. Morley Punshon. 
Printed with Tint. Size of Subject 
16} inches by 21}. 

Portrait of Rev. C. H. Spurgeon. 
Printed with Tint. Size of Subject 
15} inches by 21}. 



TYNE PUBLISHING COMPANY'S PACKETS 

OP 

FLORAL AND ILLUMINATED CARDS. 

Suitable for Sunday School Reward, Birthday, Christmas, New Tear, and 
Memorial Cards, in a Great Variety of Designs and Tints. 



SUNDAY SCHOOL REWARD CARDS. 

No 1, containing 12 Cards. In Packets, Price is. 

With a Hymn and Beautifully-Designed Floral Border, very suitable for trans- 
mitting in Letters to Friends, or as Gift or Reward Cards for the Young. 

No. 8, containing 12 Cards. In Packets, Price 6d. 

With an appropriate Text, in Artistically-Designed Floral Border, rery suitable fcr 
Sabbath School Reward Cards. 



No. 4, containing 18 Cards. In Packets, Price la. 

With a Terse of a Hymn, in Beautiful Floral Border— Assorted Tints. 



No 6, containing 04 Cards. In Packets, Price 6d. 

In Beautifully-Coloured Floral Designs, with appropriate Texts of 
____^__ 14 



Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



The Tyne Publishing Company \ London and Newcastle. 

SUNDAY SCHOOL REWARD CARDS-Ctont*Mi«I. 

No. 6, containing 120 Cards. la Packets, Price oVL 
Printed in Gold and Colours. 

No. 7, containing 1 240 Cards. In Packeti, Price oVL 
Neat and Plain Text Card*. 

No. 8, containing 800 Cards. In Packets, Price fld. 
Printed in Gold and Colour*. 

No. 9, containing 600 Cards. In Packets, Price 6d. 
Neat and Plain Text Cards. 

No. lO, containing 20 Beautifully-Coloured Views of Biblical Places 
of Interest, eta, in Gold Border, with Interesting and Instructive Letterpress to 
each, Price Od. 

No. 11, containing 40 Beautifully-Coloured Illustrations of Biblical 
Subjects, in Gold Border, with Descriptive Letterpress to each, Price 0d. 

No. 12, containing lO Large Views of Bethany, Nazareth, Galilee, 
etc, in Gold Border, with Descriptive Letterpress to each, Price Od. 

No. 13, containing lO Large Views of Samaria, Pools of Siloam, 
Bothseda, eta, in Gold Border, with Descriptive Letterpress to each, Price fld. 

No. 15, containing 120 Cards. Printed in Colours, Price Od. 

No. 16b containing 240 Cards. Printed in Colours, Price Od. 

No. 18, containing 00 Cards. Printed in Gold and Colours, Price od. 

No. 10, containing 120 Cards. Printed in Gold and Colours, Price 6d. 



A Large Selection of Christmas and New Year Cards in Packets, 
Assorted Designs, from 6d. per Packet of It, 

SAMPLES MAY BE HAD ON APRLIOATION. 
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CHILDREN'S 

"Graphi c" Pictur e Ms. 

NEW S ERIES, PRICE NIN EPENGE. 

Crown Quarto, containing Eight Full-Page Coloured Illustrations, 

and Eight Pages Descriptive Letterpress > with numerous 

Drawings. Stiff Coloured Covers. 

at.t. FOE ^TATSTI 1 OF .A. M"ATT. 

THE BEAR HUNTERS. 

THE MILITARY ALPHABET. 

ALADDIN AND THE WONDERFUL LAMP. 

ALI BABA AND THE FORTY THIEVES. 

THE LITTLE BOY WHO CRIED FOR THE MOON. 

Etc., Etc. 



No. 1— NEW TESTAMENT SCENES. | No. S-OLD TESTAMENT SUBJECTS. 
No. ft-NBW TESTAMENT SCENES. | No. 4-OLD TESTAMENT SUBJBCTa 



Pictures from Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Two Books.— Nos. 1 and 2. 

ENGLISH HISTORY PICTURES. 

Three Book*,— Noe. 1, 2, and 8. 

SCENES IN THE EAST. 

Throe Books.— Nos. 1, 2, and 8. 



Special Terms to Shippers and Wholesale Buyers. 

TYNE PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITED, 

LONDON AND NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 
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